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The First Part of Henry the Fourth, 

with the Life and Death of HENRY 
Sirnamed HOT-SPURRE. 



A^lus Primus. Sccsna Prima. 




Enter the Klng^ Lord John of Lancaster^ Earle of WeUmerland^ 

with others. 

King. 

O shaken as we are, so wan with care, 

Finde we a time for frighted Peace to pant. 
And breath shortwinded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in Stronds a-fane remote : 

No more the thirsty entrance of this Soile» 

Shall daube her iippes with her owne childrens blood : 

No more shall trenching Warre channell her fields, 

Nor bruise her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes 

Of hostile paces. Those opposed eyes. 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heaven, 

All of one Nature, of one Substance bred. 

Did lately meete in the intestine shocke, 

And furious cloze of civil Butchery, 

Shall now in mutuall well-beseeming rankes 

March all one way, and be no more opposed 

Against Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies. 

The edge of Warre, like an ill-sheathed knife. 

No nu>re shall cut his Master. Therefore Friends, 
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As hm as to the Sepolcher of Christ, 

Whose Souldier now under whose blessed Crosse 

We are impressed and ingag'd to fight. 

Forthwith a power of English shall we levie. 

Whose arroes were moulded in their Mothers wombe. 

To chace these Pagans in those holy Fields, 

Over whose Acres walk'd those blessed feete 

Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail'd 

For our advantage on the bitter Crosse. 

But this our purpose is a twelvemonth old. 

And bootlesse 'tis to teU you we wiH go : 

Therefore we meete not know. Then let nie beare 

Of you my gentle Cousin Westmeriand, 

What yesternight our Councell did decree. 

In forwarding this deere expedience. 

West, My Liege : This haste was hot in question. 
And many limits of the Charge set downe 
But yesternight : when aD athwart there came 
A Post from Wales, loaden with heavy Newes ; 
Whose worst was, That the Noble Morthatr, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wilde GUndower^ 
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken. 
And a thousand of his people butchered : 
Upon whose dead corpes there was such misuse. 
Such beastly, shanoelesse transformation. 
By those Welshwomen done, as may not be 
(Without much shame) re-told or spoken of. 

King. It seemes then, that the tidings of this Uxxle, 
Brake oflT our businesse for the Holy land. 

West, This matcht with other like, my gradous Lord, 
Farre more uneven and unwelcome Newes 
Came from the North, and thus it did report : 
On Holy-roode day, the gallant ffotsfiurre there. 
Young Harry Percy and brave Archibald^ 
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That ever-valiant and approoved Scot, 

At Jloimtden met, where they did spend 

A sad and bloody houre : 

As by discharge of their Artillerie» 

And shape of likely-hood the newes was told : 

For he that brought them, in the very heate 

And pride of their contention, did take horse, 

Uncertaine of the issue any way. 

King, Heere is a deere and true industrious fnend. 
Sir Waiter Blunty new lighted from his Horse, 
Strain'd with the variation of each soyle. 
Betwixt that Holmeden^ and this Seat of ours : 
And he hath brought us smooth and welcomes newes. 
The Earle of Dowgku is discomfited. 
Ten thousand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd in their owne blood did Sir Walter see 
On Holmedont Plaines. Of Prisoners, Hottfurre tooke 
Mordake Earle of Fife, and eldest sonne 
To beaten Dowglas^ and the Earle of AthoU^ 
Of Murrj^ Angtu^ and Menteith. 
And is not this an honourable spoyle ? 
A gallant prize ? Ha Cosin, is it not ? Infaith it is. 

West. A Conquest for a Prince to boast of. 

King, Yea, there thou mak*8t me sad, & mak'st me sin. 
In envy, that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of so blest a Sonne : 
A Sonne, who is the Theame of Honors tongue ; 
Among'st a Grove, the very straightest Plant, 
Who is sweet Fortunes Minion, and her Pride : 
Whil'st I by looking on the praise of him. 
See Ryot and Dishonor staine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prov'd. 
That some Night-tnpping-Faiery, had exchanged 
In Cradle-clothes, our Children where they lay, 
And call'd mine Percy^ his Plantagenet : 
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ACT I. 



Then would I have his Harry ^ aod he mine : 

But let him ^m my thoughts. What thinke you Coze 

Of this young Perctei pride I The Prisoners 

Which he in this adventure hath surpriz'd. 

To his owne use he keepes, and sends me word 

I shall have none but Morduke Earle of Ftfe, 

West, This is his Unckles teachbg. This is Worcester 
Malevolent to you in all Aspedls : 
Which makes him prune himselfe, and bristle up 
The crest of Youth against your Dignity. 

King. But I have sent for him to answer this : 
And for this cause a-while we must negledl 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 
Cosin, on Wednesday next, our Councell we will hold 
At Windsor, and so informe the Lords : 
But come your selfe with speed to us againe, 
For more is to be said, and to be done. 
Then out of anger can be uttered. 

West. I will my Liege. ExewU. 



Scana Secunda. 



Enter Henry Prince of Waies^ Sir John Faistqffe^ 

and Pointx. 

Fal. Now Holy what time of day is it Lad ? 

Prince. Thou art so fat-witted with drinking of olde Sacke, 
and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and sleeping upon Benches in 
the aftemoone, that thou hast forgotten to demand that truely, 
which thou wouldest truly know. What a divell hast thou to do 
with the time of the day ? unlesse houres were cups of Sacke, and 
minutes Capons, and dockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls 
the signes of Leaping-houses, and the blessed Sunne himselfe a 
faire hot Wench in Flame-coloured Tafiata ; I see no reason. 
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why thou shouldest bee ao superfluous, to demaund the time of 
the day. 

Fal. Indeed you come neerc me now Hal^ for we that take 
Purses, go by the Moone and seven Starres, and not by Phoebus 
hecy that wand'ring Knight so faire. And I prythee sweet 
Wagge, when thou art King, as God save thy Grace, Majesty I 
should say, for Grace thou wilte have none. 

Pnn. What, none ? 

Fal. No, not so much as will serve to be Prologue to an Egge 
and Butter. 

Prin. Well, how then ? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fal, Marry then, sweet Wagge, when thou art King, let not us 
that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call'd Theeves of the 
Dayes beaude. Let us be Dlanaei Forresters, Gentlemen of 
the Shade. Minions of the Moone ; and let them say, we be 
men of good Government, being governed as the Sea is, by our 
noble and chast mistris the Moone, under whose countenance we 
steale. 

Prm, Thou say'st well, and it holds well too : for the fortune 
of us that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and flow like the Sea, 
beeing governed as the Sea is, by the Moone; as for proofe. 
Now a Purse of Gold most resolutely snatch'd on Monday night, 
and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday Mommg; got with 
swearing. Lay by : and spent with crying. Bring in : now, in as 
low an ebbe as the foot of the Ladder, and by and by in as high 
a flow as the ridge of the Gallowes. 

FaL Thou say'st true Lad : and is not my Hostesse of the 
Taverac a most sweet Wench i 

Prm* As is the hony, my old Lad of the Castle : and is not a 
Bofle Jerkin a most sweet robe of durance ? 

FaL How now ? how now mad Wagge ? What in thy quips 
and thy quiddities ? What a plague have I to doe with a Bu^ 
Jerkin? 

Prifu Why, what a poxe have I to doe with my Hostesse of 
the Taveme ? 
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Fal. Well, thou hast call'd her to a reck'ning many a time 
and oft. 

Prin. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Fal. No, He give thee thy due, thou hast paid al there. 

Prin. Yea and elsewhere, so farre as my Coine would stretch, 
aud where it would not, I have us'd my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and so us'd it, that were it heere apparant, that thou 
art Heire apparant. But I prythee sweet Wag ; shall there be 
Gallowes standing in England when thou art King ? and resolu- 
tion thus fobb'd as it is, with the rustie ciube of old Father 
Andcke the Law ? Doe not thou when thou art a King, hang a 
Theefe. 

Prin, No, thou shalt. 

Fal. Shall I ? O rare ! He be a brave Judge. 

Prin. Thou judgest false already. I meane, thou shalt have 
the hanging of the Theeves, and so become a rare Hangnaan. 

Fal. Well Hal^ well : and in some sort it jumpes with my 
humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you. 

Prm. For obtaining of suites ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suites, whereof the Hangman hath 
no leane Wardrobe. I am as Melancholly as a Gyb-Caty or a 
luggM Beare. 

Prin. Or an old Lyon, or a Lovers Lute. 

FaL Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnshire Bagpipe. 

Prin. What say'st thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly of 
Moore Ditch ? 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury smiles, and art indeed the 
most comparative rascallest sweet yong Prince. But Half I 
prythee trouble me no more with vanity, I wold thou and I 
knew, where a Commodity of good names were to be bought : 
an olde Lord of the Councell rated me the other day in the 
street about you sir ; but I maik'd him not, and yet hee talk'd 
very wisely, but I regarded him not, and yet he talkt wisely, and 
in the street too. 

Prin. Thou didst well : for no man regards it. 
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Fid. O9 thou hast damnable iteration, and an indeede able to 
corrupt a Saint. Thou hast done much harme unto me Hall^ 
God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee Hal^ I knew 
nothing : and now I am (if a man shold q)eake truly) little 
better then one of the wicked. I must give over this life, and I 
will give it over : and I do not. I am a Villained He be danm'd 
for never a Kings sonne in Christendome. 

Pruu Where shall we take a purse to morrow, Jacke ? 

FaL Where thou wilt Lad, lie make one: and I doe not, 
call me Villaine, and baffle me. 

Pritu I see a good amendment of life in thee : From Praying, 
to Pioie^taking. 

FaL Why, Hai^ 'tis my Vocation Hal: 'Tis no sin for a man 
to labour in his Vocation. 

Pomtx. Now shall wee know if Gads hill have set a Watch. 
O, if men were to be saved by merit, what hole in Hell were hot 
enough for him ? This is the most omnipotent Villained that ever 
cryed. Stand, to a true man. 

PrM. Good morrow Ned. 

Pomes. Good morrow sweet HaL What saies Monsieur 
RemoFie? What sayes Sir John Sacke and Sugar: Jacke? 
How agrees the Divell and thee about thy Soule, that thou 
soldest him on Good-Friday last, for a Cup of Madera, and a 
cold Capons legge ? 

Prm* Sir John stands to his word, the divel shall have his 
bargaine, for he was never yet a Breaker of Proverbs : He wlU 
ffve iie dhfdl hit due. 

Pom. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with the 
diveU. 

Prm, Else he had danm'd for cozening the divelL 

Ppy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by foure 
a docke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes going to Canter- 
bury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to London with fat 
Purses. I have vizards for you all ; you have horses for your 
selves: Gads-hill lyes to night in Rochester, I have beqpoke 
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Supper to morrow in Eastcheape ; we may doe it as secure as 
sleepe : if you will go, I will stufFe your Purses full of Crownes : 
if you will not, tarry at home and be hang'd. 

Fal. Heare ye Yedward, if I tarry at home and go not. He 
hang you for going. 

Poy. You will chops. 

Fal, Hcdy wilt thou make one ? 

Pnn. Who, I rob ? la Theefe \ Not I. 

Fed. There's neither honesty, manhood, nor good fellowship in 
thee, nor thou cam'st not of the blood-royall, if thou dar'st not 
stand for ten shillings. 

Pnn. Well then, once in my dayes He be a mad-cap. 

Fal. Why, that's well said. 

Prwf. Well, come what will, He tarry at home. 

Fed. He be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 

Prwf. I care not. 

Poyn. Sir John^ I pr)rthee leave the Prince & me alone, I will 
lay him downe such reasons for this adventure, that he shall go. 

FaU Well, maist thou have the Spirit of perswasion ; and he 
the eares of profiting, that what thou speakest, may move ; and 
what he heares may be beleeved, that the true Prince, may (for 
recreation sake) prove a false theefe ; for the poore abuses of 
the time, want countenance. Farwell, you shall finde me in 
Eastcheape. 

Prin. Farwell the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 
Summer. 

Poy. Now, my good sweet Hony Lord, ride with us to 
morrow. I have a jest to execute, that I cannot mannage alone. 
FaUtaffCf Harvey^ Roiiili^ and Gadi^bill^ shall robbe those men 
that wee have already way-layde, your selfe and I, wil not be 
there : and when they have the booty, if you and 1 do not rob 
them, cut this head from my shoulders. 

Prm, But how shal we part with them in setting forth ? 
Popt, Why, we wil set forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our pleasure to 
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faile ; and then will they adventure uppon the exploit themsekeSy 
which they ahall have no aooner atchieved, butwee'l set upon 
them. 

Prm. I, but tis like that they will know us by our horses, by 
our habits, and by every other appointment to be our selves. 

Poy. Tut our horses they shall not see, He tye them in the 
wood, our vizards wee will change after wee leave them : and 
nrrah, I have Cases of Buckram for the nonce, to immaske our 
noted outward garments. 

Prin, But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Pom. Well, for two of them, I know them to bee as true bred 
Cowards as ever tum'd backe: and for the third if he fight 
longer then he sees reason, He forswear Armes. The vertue of 
this Jest will be, the incomprehensible lyes that this fat Rogue 
will tell us, when we meete at Supper : how thirty at least he 
fought with, what Wardes, what blowes, what extremities he 
endured ; and in the reproofe of this, lyes the jest. 

Prm. Well, He goe with thee, provide us all things necessary, 
and meete me to morrow night in Eastcheape, there He sup. 
Farewell. 

Poytu Farewell, my Lord. Exit Pomh^ 

Prin. I know you all, and will a«while uphold 
The onyoak'd humor of jrour idlenesse : 
Yet heerein will I imitate the Sunne, 
Who doth permit the base contagious doudes 
To smother up his Beauty from the world, 
That when he please againe to be himselfe. 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at. 
By breaking through the foule and ugly mists 
Of v^urs, that did seeme to strangle him. 
If all the yeare were playing holidaies. 
To ^rt, would be as tedious as to worke ; 
But when they seldome come, they wisht-for come, 
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 
So when this loose behaviour I throw off, 
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And pay the debt I never promised ; 
By how much better then my word I am. 
By 80 much shall I falsifie mens hopes. 
And like bright Mettall on a sullen ground : 
My reformation glittering o're my fault. 
Shall shew more goodly, and attradl more eyes, 
Then that which hath no soyle to set it off. 
He so o£[end, to make o^nce a skill, 
Redeeming time, when men thinke least I will. 

Sccsna Tertia. 

Enter the King^ Northumberland^ Worcester^ Hotipurre^ 
Sir IValter Blunt, and others. 

King, My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to sdrre at these indignities. 
And you have found me ; for accordingly. 
You tread upon my patience : But be sure, 
I will from henceforth rather be my Selfe, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my condition 
Which hath beene smooth as Oyle, soft as yong Downe, 
And therefore lost that Title of respedl, 
Which the proud soule ne're payes, but to the proud* 

IVor. Our house (my Soveraigne Liege) little deserves 
The scourge of greatnesse to be used on it. 
And that same greatnesse too, which our owne hands 
Have holpe to make so portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King, Worcester get thee gone : for I do see 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye. 
O sir, your presence is too bold and peremptory. 
And Majestie might never yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a servant brow. 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
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Your use and counselly we shall send for you. 
You were about to speake. 

NoriL Yes, my good Lord. 

Those Prisoners in your Highnesse demanded. 
Which Harry Percy heere at Hotmedm tooke. 
Were (as he sayes) not with such strength denied 
As was delivered to your Majesty : 
Who either through envy, or misprision, 
Was guilty of diis ^uk ; and not my Sonne. 

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Prisoners. 
But, I remember when the fight was done. 
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
Breathlesse, and Faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certaine Liord, neat and trimly drest ; 
Fresh as a Bride-groome, and his Chin new reapt, 
Shew'd like a stubble Land at Harvest home. 
He was perfiimed like a Milliner, 
And 'twixt his Finger and his Thumbe, he held 
A Pouncet-box : which ever and anon 
He gave his Nose, and took't away againe : 
Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Tooke it in Snuffe. And still he smil'd and talk'd : 
And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by. 
He call'd them untaught Knaves, Unmannerly, 
To bring a slovenly unhandsome Coarse 
Betwixt the Winde, and his Nobility. 
With many Holiday and Ladie tearme 
He question'd me : Among the rest, demanded 
My Prisoners, in your Majesties behalfe. 
I then, all-smarting, with my wounds being cold, 
(To be so pestered with a Popingay) 
Out of my Greefe, and my Impatience, 
Answer'd (negledingly) I know not what. 
He should, or diould not : For he made me mad. 
To see him ahide so briike, and smell so sweet, 
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And talke so like a Waidng-Gentlewoman, 

Of GuDSy & Dnimsy and Wounds : God save the marke ; 

And telling me, the Soveraign'st thing on earth 

Was Pannacity, for an inward bruise : 

And that it was great pitty, so it was, 

That villainous Salt-peter should be digg'd 

Out of the Bowels of the harmlesae Earth, 

Which many a good Tall Fellow had destroyed 

So Cowardly. And but for these vile Gunnes, 

He would himselfe have beene a Souldier. 

This bald, unjoynted Chat of his (my Lord) 

Made me to answer indirectly (as I said.) 

And I beseech you, let not this report 

Come currant for an Accusation, 

Betwixt my Love, and your high Majesty. 

Blunt. The circumstance considered, good my Lord, 
What ever Harry Percte then had said, 
To such a person, and in such a place. 
At such a time, with all the rest retold. 
May reasonably dye, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

King, Why yet doth deny his Prisoners, 
But with Proviso and Exception, 
That we at our owne charge, shall ransome straight 
His Brother-in-Law, the foolish Mortimer^ 
Who (in my soule) hath wilfully betraid 
The lives of those, that he did leade to Fight, 
Agamst the great Magidao, damn'd Glendower : 
Whose daughter (as we heare) the Earle of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our Cofiers then, 
Be emptied, to redeeme a Traitor home ? 
Shall we buy Treason, and indent with Feares, 
When they have lost and fbrfeyted themselves. 
No : on the barren Mountaine let him sterve : 
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For I shall never hold that man my Friend, 
Whose tongue shall aske me for one peny cost 
To ransome home revolted Mortimtr. 

Hoi. Revolted Mortimer? 
He never did fall off, my Soveraigne Liege, 
But by the chance of Warre : to prove that true. 
Needs no more but one tongue. For all those Wounds, 
Those mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he tooke. 
When on the gentle Sevemes siedgie banke. 
In single Opposition hand to hand. 
He did confound the best part of an houre 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower: 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink 
Upon agreement, of swift Sevemes flood ; 
Who then afliighted with their bloody lookes. 
Ran fearefully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his crispe-head in the hollow banke. 
Blood-stained with these Valiant Combatants. 
Never did base and rotten Policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the NoUe Moriimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly : 
Then let him not be sland'red with Revolt. 

King. Thou do'st bely him Percy^ thou dost bely him ; 
He never did encounter with Glendower : 
I tell thee, he durst as well have met the divell alone. 
As Owe Glendower for an enemy. 
Art thou not asham'd ? But sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not heare you speake of Mortimer. 
' Send me your Prisoners with the speediest meanes, 
Or you shall heare in such a kinde from me 
As will displease ye. My Lord Northumberland^ 
We License your departure with your sonne. 
Send us your Prisoners, or youl heare of it. Exit King. 

Hot. And if the divell come and roare for them 



1 4 First Part of King Henry the Fourth. act i. 

I will not send them. I will after straight 
And tell him so : for I will ease my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

Nor. What ? drunke with choller ? stay & pause awhile, 
Heere comes your Unckle. Enter Worcester. 

Hot. Speake of Mortimer? 

Yes, I will speake of him, and let my soule 
Want mercy, if I do not J03rne with him. 
In his behalfe, He empty all these Veines, 
And shed my deere blood drop by drop i'th dust. 
But I will lift the down^l Mortimer 
As high i'th Ayre, as this Unthankfull King, 
As this Ingrate and Cankred BuUingbrooke. 

Nor. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew road. 

Wor. Who strooke this heate up after I was gone ? 

Hot. He will (forsooth) have all my Prisoners : 
And when I urg'd the ransom once again 
Of my Wires Brother, then his cheeke look'd pale, 
And on my face he tum'd an e3re of death. 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor. I cannot blame him : was he not proclaim'd 
By Richard xh?X dead is, the next of blood ? 

Nor. He was : I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
(Whose wrongs in us God pardon) did set forth 
Upon his Irish Expedition ; 
From whence he intercepted, did retume 
To be depos'd, and shortly murthered. 

Wor. And for whose death, we in the worlds wide mouth 
Live scandaliz'd, and fbuly spoken of. 

Hot. But soft I pray you ; did King Richard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer^ 
Heyre to the Crowne ? 

Nor. He did, my selfe did heare it. 

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Cousin King, 
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That wisb'd him on the barren MouDtaines starv'cL 
But shall it be, that you that set the Crowne 
Upon the head of this fbrgetfuU man. 
And for his sake, wore the detested blot 
Of murtherous subornation ? Shall it be, 
That you a world of curses undergoe. 
Being the Agents, or base second meanes. 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardon, if that I descend so low. 
To shew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range under this subtill King. 
Shall it for shame, be spoken m these dayes. 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come. 
That men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an unjust behalfe 
(As Both of you, God pardon it, have done) 
To put down Richantf that sweet lovely Rose, 
And plant this Thome, this Canker BttlRngbrooie ? 
And shall it in more shame be further spoken. 
That you are fool'd, discarded, and shooke off 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent ? 
No : yet time serves, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banish'd Honors, and restore your selves 
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. 
Revenge the geering and disdain'd contempt 
Of this proud King, who studies day and night 
To answer all the Debt he owes unto you. 
Even with the bloody Payment of your deaths : 

Therefore I say 

fFw. Peace Cousin, say no more. 

And now 1 will oncla^ a Secret booke, 
And to your quicke conceyving Discontents, 
He reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous, 
As full of perill and adventurous Spirit, 
As to o're-walke a Current, roaring loud 
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Aad Ses Am pa^c^ : 'Pbe aiood 

^V. figMrimcf 
Dtrswsa ^bb brraod dbe hwaili ot F 

To fheiat brig^ HoBor horn tke pfe-6cVi 



Soht±at dadL t* Jrrjir ber 
WkSooBC Cc^-cmiL ^Jl 3ber 
Bae iHot 2cca dbk iBdH>^*d 

iTir. He anniadi a Worid ot' F^BCs bee, 
B«t aoe t&r fboir ot v^it k? ibooU attnd : 
Good CoMi 'ffv^ mt J o tfcrTf Ibr a-vUe^ 
Aad Kct&flK. 

Ww. ThoK aae NoUe Sooas 

Tboc 2R foor PnHPoai. 

/r^. Ik kcq> tfaon alL 

Bf hoffs, kr AaO not bave a Scot of tfaon: 
Xo, y* a Scot vocld nfr bit Soolt, be ahaU DOC 
lie kecpe tfaon bj tfait Haod. 

Ww» loo fCDt awsT, 

And k?id DO eare ooto taj pcrpooa. 
Tbne Phnoeri job ifaafl keqie. 

H^. Kaj, IwOl; tfaaeftibK: 
He nidy be vould oot rm iome M^rtamer : 
Fofbad wj toogDe to ipeake of Mtrttma-^ 
Bot I will fiode him when be lyes aiieq»% 
Aod io bb carr, lie boUa 
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To kerpr !■§ aBper aiD in 

ilTflr. He^c^omCooBB: avofd. 

Ac Al u&s bear I fldoEJj ik£e, 
Sovr liov ID f^ jand pBicb ttat SmSmg^rwate^ 

Bat iktt I ffinfrr bii Fadxr lom faim sol, 
Aad mxiSd be 2bd kr iKt nh 
I 'vonl bne pcMTHB d Bfli vidi a pot os Ale. 
Ww. Fsrvcfl KioHOD : De taike to joo 
Wlxa JOO air beoer tesapn^d to ancDd. 

AV. Wfar vktt a Waipe-toopi'd Bl k^aikiit £xik 
An tboQ, to fareake iniD tlw Womaos mood, 
Tjiog tfaine eaie to bo umgat bat thine ovne? 

HwL Wfaj look jooy I am wfa^ Sl wcaa^d orith nxh» 
Ketled,aDd ftaog vkb Pinore^ whea I heue 
Of tiM Tile PoiiDdao ^a&^irwi^ 
In Richards tane : Wbat de* je caD the place ? 
A phgoe npoo't, it b m dootfenfaiie: 
Twai, wiiae the madcap Doke hit Uode kept. 
Hit Uode Yorker vbae I fint bow'd my knee 
Uoio tbit Kiog of Soolet, tfaii BmBaghrwoif: 
Wlieo JOO aod he came backe nxxn KaieDfpoivjb. 

Nm-. At Borkkj Cattle. 

Hti^ Yoo my trae : 

Whj what a caodie deale <rf'ameaey 
This ^ o^ oiiig Grcj-hoaod theo did profe- me. 
Looke wfaen fab io£mt Foftooe came to ^e. 
And gentle Hmnj Pertj^ aod kinde Cooan : 
O, the Difcfl take aoch Coozeoefiy God fbi^g^ me. 
Good Uode tefl joor tale, for I hafc dooe. 

Wmr. Kqr» if JOO hate not, too^t agaioe^ 
Weel ib^ joor lejme. 

H9L I hafe done inaooth. 

If. B 
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Wor. Then once more to your Scottish Prisoners. 
Deliver them up without their ransome strdght. 
And make the Dowgku sonne your onely meane 
For powres in Scotland : which for divers reasons 
Which I shall send you written, be assured 
Will easily be granted you, my Lord. 
Your Sonne in Scotland being thos imploy'd. 
Shall secretly into the bosome creepe 
Of that same noble Prelate, well beloved, 
The Archbishop. 

Hot, OfYorke, is'tnot? 

Wor, True, who beares hard 
His Brothers death at Brixtofp, the Lord Scrooge. 
I speake not this in estimation. 
As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set downe. 
And onely stayes but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot, I smell it : 
Upon my life, it will do wond'rous well. 

Nor, Before the game's a-foot, thou still let'st slip. 

Hoi. Why, it cannot choose but be a Noble plot, 
And then the power of Scotland, and of Yorke 
To joyne with Mor^mer^ Ha. 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. Infaith it is exceedingly well aym'd. 

Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed. 
To save our heads, by raising of a Head : 
For, beare our selves as even as we can. 
The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt. 
And thinke, we thinke our selves unsatisfied. 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And see already, how he doth beginne 
To make us strangers to his lookes of love. 

Hot. He does, he does ; wee'l be reveng'd on hiin. 
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War. Coan» fiurewell. No further go in this. 

Then I by Letters riiaO direA your course 

When time is ripe, which will be sodainly : 

Ik steale to Glendowetf and loe, Moriimer^ 

Where you, and Dowgku^ and our powres at once. 

As I will fashion it, shall happily meete, 

To beare our fortunes in our owne strong armes. 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
Nor. Farewell good Brother, we shall thrive, I trust 
Hta. Uncle, adieu : O let the houres be short, 

Till fields, and blowes, and grones, applaud our sport. Exit. 

Ailus Secundus. Scena Prima. 



Enter a Carrier with a Lanteme in tit band, 

I. Car. Heigh-hoy an't be not foure by the day. He be hang'd. 
Charles waine b over the new Chimney, and yet our horse not 
packt What Ostler ? 

0//. Anon, anon. 

I. Car. I prethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, put a few Flockes 
in the point : the poore Jade is wrung in the withers, out of all 



Enter another Carrier. 

a. Car. Pease and Beanes are as danke here as a Dog, and this 
is the next way to give poore Jades the Bottes : This house is 
turned upside downe since Rohin the Ostler dyed. 

1. Car. Poore fellow never joy'd smce the price of oats rose, 
it was the death of him. 

2. Car. I thinke this is the most villanous house in al London 
rode for Fleas : I am stung like a Tench. 

I. Car. Like a Tench ? There is ne're a Ring in Chris- 
tendome, could be better bit, then I have beene since the first 
Cocke. 
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2. Car. Why, you will allow us ne're a^Jourden, and then we 
leake in your Chimney : and your Chamber-lye breeds Fleas like 
a Loach. 

1. Car. What Ostler, come away, and be hangd: come 
away. 

2. Can I have a Gammon of Bacon, and two razes of Ginger, 
to be delivered as farre as Charing-crosse. 

I. Car, The Turkies in my Pannier are quite starved. What 
Ostler ? A plague on thee, hast thou never an eye in thy head ? 
Can'st not heare ? And t'were not as good a deed as drinke, 
to break the pate of thee, I am a very Villaine. Come and be 
hang'd, hast no faith in thee ? 

Enter Gads^hilL 

Gad, Good-morrow Carriers. What's a clocke ? 
Car, I thinke it be two a clocke. 

Gad, I prethee lend me thy Lanthome to see my Grelding in 
the stable. 

1. Car, Nay soft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two of that 
Gad. I prethee lend me thine. 

2. Car. I, when, canst tell? Lend mee thy Lanthome 
(quoth-a) marry He see thee hang'd first. 

Gad, Sirra Carrier: What time do you mean to come to 
London ? 

2. Car, Time enough to goe to bed with a Candle, I warrant 

thee. Come neighbour Muggej^ wee'll call up the Grentlemen, 

they will along with company, for they have great charge. 

Exeunt. 
Enter Chamberlaine. 

Gad, What ho, Chamberlaine ? 

Cham. At hand quoth Pick-purse. 

Gad. That's even as ^ire, as at hand quoth the Chamber- 
laine : For thou variest no more from picking of Purses, then 
giving diredtion, doth from labouring. Thou hcf^ the plot, how. 

Cham, Good oiorrow Master Gads'HiUi it holds currant that 
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I lold you yesternight. There's a Franldin in the wildc of Kent, 
hath brought three hundred Markes with him in Gold : I heard 
him leil it to one of his company last night at Supper ; a lunde 
of Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too {God knowcs 
what) they are up already, and call for Eggea and Butter. They 
will away presently. 

Gad Siira, if they meele not with S. Nicholas Clarks, He 
giie iliee this necke. 

Cham. No, He none of it : I prythee keep that for the Hang- 
roan, for 1 know thou worahlptt S. Nicholas as truly as a man of 
ialihood may. 

GaJ, What talkcst thou to me of the Hangman ? If I hang, 
He make a fal payre of Gallowes. For, if I hang, old Sir John 
hangi with mee, and thou know'st hce's no Starveling. Tut, 
(here are other Trojans that thou dream'at not of, the which (for 
apon sake) are content to doe the Profession some grace; that 
would (if manere should bee look'd into) for their ownc Credit 
sake, make all Whole, I am joyned with no Foot-land- Rakers, 
no Long-8taffe sis-peony strikers, none of tlicse mad Mustachio- 
purple-hu'd Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquililie ; 
Bourgomasters, and great Oneyers, such as can hclde in, such as 
will strike sooner then speake ; and speake sooner then drinke, 
and drinke sooner then pray ; and yet I lye, for they pray con- 
tinually unto their Saint the Commonwealth ; or rather, not to 
pray to her, but prey on her ; for they ride up Sc downc on her, 
and make hir their Boots, 

Cham. What, the Commonwealth their Bootes? Will she 
bold out water in foule way ! 

Gad. She will, she wUI ; Justice hath liquor'd her. We 
steale as in a Castle, cocksure : we have the receit of Fera- 
seede, we walke invisible, 

Cham. Nay, I thinke rather, yoa are more beholding to the 
Night, then to the Femseed, for your walking invisible. 

Gad, Give me thy hand. 
ThoQ shalt have a share in our purpo«:, 
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As I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let raee have it, as you are a ^lae Theefe. 

GaiL Goe too : Homo is a common name to all men. Bid 
the Ostler bring the Gelding out of the stable. Farewell, ye 
muddy Knave. ExemU. 

Scana Secunda. 



Enter Prince^ Poynet^ and Peto, 

Poines. Come shelter, shelter, I have removed FaUtaft Horse, 
and he frets like a gum'd Velvet. 
Prin. Stand close. 

Enter FaUtqffe. 

FaJ. Pomeif Po'mei^ and be hang'd Pomes. 

Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Rascall, what a brawling dost 
thou keepe. 

Fas. WhsLt Potties. Hal? 

Prim. He is walk'd up to the top of the hill. He go seek hinu 

Fal. I am accurst to rob in that Theefe company : that Rascall 
hath removed my Horse, and tied him I know not where. If I 
travell but foure foot by the squire further a foote, I shall breake 
my winde. Well, I doubt not but to dye a faire death for all 
this, if I scape hanging for killing that Rogue, I have forswome 
his company hourely any time this two and twenty yeare, & yet 
I am bewitcht with the Rogues company. If the Rascall have 
not given me medicines to make me love him. He be hang'd ; it 
could not be else : I have drunke Medicines. Pomes^ Hal^ a 
Plague upon you both. Bardolph^ Peto : He starve ere I rob a 
foote further. And 'twere not as good a deede as to drinke, to 
tume True-man, and to leave these Rogues, I am the veriest 
Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. Eight yards of uneven 
ground, is threescore 8c ten miles afoot with me : and the stony- 
hearted Villaines knowe it well enough. A plague upon't, when 
Theeves cannot be true one to another. Thy fubutle. 
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Whew: a plague light upon you all. Give my Horse you 
Rogues : give me my Horse, and be hang'cL 

Prifu Peace ye ht guttes, lye downe, lay thine eare close to 
the ground, and list if thou can beaie the tread of Travellers. 

Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up again being downe ? 
He not beare mine owne flesh so far afoot again, for all the coine 
in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague meane ye to colt me 
thus? 

Prin, Thou ly'st, tliou art not colted, thou art uncolted. 

Fal, I prethee good Prince Hal^ help me to my horse, good 
Kings Sonne. 

Prin. Out you Rogue, shall I be your Ostler ? 

FaL Go hang thy selfe in thine owne heire-apparent Garters : 
If I be tane, lie peach for this : and I have not Ballads made on 
all, and sung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of Sacke be my poyson : 
when a jest is so forward, & a foote too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads^hW. 

Gad. Stand. 

Fal. So I do against my wilL 

Pmn, O 'tis cor Setter, I know his voyce: 
Bardof/gf what newes ? 

Bar. Case ye, case ye ; on with your Vizards, there's mony 
of the Eangs comming downe the hill, 'tis going to the ELings 
Exchequer. 

FaL You lie you rogue, 'tis going to the Kings Tavern. 

Gad. There's enough to make us all. 

FaL To be hang'd^ 

Prmc» You fbure shall front them in the narrow Lane : Ned 
and I, will walke lower ; if they scape from your encounter, then 
they light on us. 

Peio. But how many be of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Will they not rob us ? 

Prk. What, a Coward Sir Join Paunch? 
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Fal. Indeed I am not John of Gaunt your Grandfather : but 
yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin, Wee'l leave that to the proofe. 

Pom. Sirra Jacke, thy horse stands behinde the hedg, when 
thou need'st him, there thou shalt finde him. Farewell, and 
stand fast. 

Fah Now cannot I strike him, if I should be hang'd. 

Prin. Ned^ where are our disguises ? 

Poin, Heere hard by : Stand close. 

Fai, Now my Masters, happy man be his dole, say I : every 
man to his businesse. 

Enter Travellers. 

Tra. Come Neighbor : the boy shall leade our Horses downe 
the hill : Wee'l walke a-foot a while, and ease our Legges. 

Tbeevei. Stay. 

Tra, Jesu blesse us. 

Fal. Strike: down with them, cut the villains throates; a 
whorson Caterpillars : Bacon -fed Knaves, they hate us youth ; 
downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever. 

Fai. Hang ye gorbellied knaves, are you undone ? No ye 
Fat Chuffes, I would your store were heere. On Bacons on, 
what ye knaves ? Yong men must live, you are Grand Jurers, 
are ye ? Wee'l jure ye ifaith. 

Heere thty roh tljem^ and hinde tiyem. 
Enter the Prince and Ptmes. 

Prin, The Theeves have bound the True-men : Now could 
thou and I rob the Theeves, and go merily to London, it would 
be argument for a Weeke, Laughter for a Moneth, and a good 
jest for ever. 

Poynes. Stand close, I heare them comming. 

Enter Theeves agame. 
Fal. Come my Masters, let us share, and then to horsse before 
day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not two arrand Cowards 
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there'* no equity stirring. There's no moe valour in that Poynei, 
than in a wilde Ouckc. 

Prin. Your money, 

Poa. Villaines. 

y/j ibry are sharing, the Prince and Poynea lel upm ihim. They 
aS run ataoy, leaving the booty behind them. 

Pmce, Got with much ease. Now meirily to Horse ; The 
Thcevei are ftcaltred, and possest with fear so strongly, that they 
dare not meet each other: each takes his fellow for an Officer. 
Away good Ntd, FaUtaffe eweares to death, and Lards the leane 
earth as he waJkes along : wer't not for laughing, 1 should pitty 
him. 

/*S»n. How the Rogue roar'd. Exruni. 

Scana Tenia. 

Enter Holspurre solui, reading a Idler. 
Sul fir mint otvne part, my Lord, I could bee •well contented to be 
thrrt, in rtsptct ofthi love I biart your houit. 

He could be contented ; Why is he not then ,' in respeft of the 
love he beares our house. He ahewes in this, he loves his owne 
Barnc better then he loves our house. Let me see some more. 
Tie Jiurpoie you uadcrtaie is dangeroui. Why that's certaine: 'Ti» 
dangerous to take a Colde, to aleepe, to drinke : but I tell you 
(my Lord foole) out of this Nettle, Danger; we plucke this 
Flower, Safety, The purpose you undertaie ii dangeroat, the Fnendt 
you have named uncerlaine, the Time it selfe uaiorled, and your zuho/e 
Plot loo light, fir the couaterpaitJ of to great an Oppaiilien. Say yoa 
so, say you so : I say unto you againe, you are a shallow cowardly 
Hinde, and you Lye. What a lacke-braine is this ? I protest, 
our plot is as good a plot as ever was laid ( our Friends true and 
constant : A good Plotte, good Friends, and full of expeflation! 
An excellent plot, very good Friends, What a Frosty-spirited 
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rogue is this ? Why, my Lord of Yorke commends the plot, 
and the generail course of the a6Hon. By this hand, if I were 
now by this Rascally I could braine him with his Ladies Fan. 
Is there not my Father, my Unckle, and my Selfe, Lord Edmund 
Mortimer^ my Lord of Torke^ and Owen Glendour ? Is there not 
besides, the Dowglas ? Have I not all their letters, to meete me 
in Armes by the ninth of the next Moneth ? and are they not some 
of them set forward already ? What a Pagan Rascall is this ? 
An Infidell. Ha, you shall see now in very sincerity of Feare 
and Cold heart, will he to the Ring, and lay open all our proceed- 
ings. O, I could divide my selfe, and go to bufiets, for moving 
such a dish of skim'd Milk with so honourable an Adion. Hang 
him, let him tell the King we are prepared* I will set forwards 
to night. 

Enter his Lady. 
How now Kate, I must leave you within these two hours. 

La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence have I this fortnight bin 
A banish'd woman from my Harries bed ? 
Tell me (sweet Lord) what is't that takes fix>m thee 
Thy stomacke, pleasure, and thy golden sleepe ? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth ? 
And start so often when thou sitt'st alone I 
Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheekes ? 
And given my Treasures and my rights of thee. 
To thicke-ey'd musing, and curst melancholly ? 
In my ^nt-slumbers, I by thee have watcht. 
And heard thee murmore tales of Iron Wanes: 
Speake tearmes of manage to thy bounding Steed, 
Cry courage to the field. And thou hast talk'd 
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 
Of Palizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets, 
Of Basiliskes, of Canon, Culverin, 
Of Prisoners ransome, and of Souldiers slaine, 
And all the current of a headdy fight. 
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Thy spirit within thee hath beene so at Wane, 

And thuB hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleepe. 

That beds of sweate hath stood upon thy Brow, 

Like bubbles in a late«disturbed Streame ; 

And in thy face strange motions have appear'd, 

Such as we see when men restraine their breath 

On some great sodaine hast. O what portents are these ? 

Some heavie businesse hath my Lord in hand. 

And I must know it : else he loves me not. 

ffd. What ho ; Is GUBams with the Packet gone ? 

Ser, He is my Lord, an houre agone. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from the Sheriflfe ? 

Ser. One horse, my Lord, he brought even now. 

Hot. What Horse ? A Roane, a crop eare, is it not. 

Ser. It is my Lord. 

Hot. That Roane shall be my Throne. Well, I will backe 
him straight. Esperance^ bid Butler lead him forth into the 
Parke. 

La. But heare you, my Lord. 

Hot. What say'st thou my Lady ? 

La. What is it carries you away? 

Hta. Why, my horse (my Love) my horse. 

La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath not such a 
deale of Spleene, as you are tost with. In sooth He know your 
businesse Harry ^ that I will. I feare my Brother Mortimer doth 
stirre about his Title, and hath sent for you to line his enterprize. 
But if yon go 

Hot. So farre a foot, I shall be weary. Love. 

La* Come, come, you Paraquito, answer me diredlly unto this 
question, that I shall aske. Indeede He breake thy little finger 
Harry ^ if thou wilt not tel me true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifier : Love, I love thee not, 
I care not for thee Kate : this is no worid 
To play with Mammets, and to tilt with lips. 
We most have bloodie Noses, and crack'd Crownes, 
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And passe them currant too. Gods mey my horse. 
What sa/st thou Kate ? what wold'st thou have with me ? 

La. Do ye not lore me \ Do ye not indeed ? 
Well, do not then. For since you love me not, 
I will not love my selfe. Do you not love me ? 
Nay, tell me if thou speak'st in jest or no. 

Hoi. Come, wilt thou see me ride \ 
And when I am a horsebacke, I will sweare 
I love thee infinitely. But hearke you KatCy 
I must not have you henceforth, question me. 
Whether I go : nor reason whereabout. 
Whether I must, I must : and to conclude, 
This Evening must I leave thee, gende Kate. 
I know you wise, but yet no further wise 
Then Harry Percies wife. Constant you are. 
But yet a woman : and for secrecie, 
No Lady closer. For I will beleeve 
Thou wilt not utter what thou do'st not know, 
And so farre wilt I trust thee, gende Kate. 

La, How so farre ? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But harke you Kate^ 
Whither I goe, thither shall you go too : 
To day will I set forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content you Kate ? 

La. It must of force. Exeunt. 

Scena ^arta. 

Enter Prince and Pomes, 

Prin. Nedy prethee come out of that fat roome, & lend me thy 
hand to laugh a litde. 

Poinei. Where hast bene Hall P 

Prin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongst 3. or foure- 
score Hogsheads. I have sounded the verie base string of 
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humiUty. Sirra, I am sworn brother to a leash of Drawers, and 

can call them by their names, as Tom^ Dlcke^ and Francis, They 

take it already upon their confidence, that though I be but Prince 

of Wales, yet I am the King of Curtesie : telling me flatly I am 

no prbod Jack like FaUtaffe^ but a Corinthian, a lad of metde, a 

good boy, and when I am King of England, I shall command al 

the good Laddes in East-cheape. They call drinking deepe, 

djring Scarlet ; and when you breath in your watering, then they 

cry hem, and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am so good a 

proficient in one quarter of an houre, that I can drinke with any 

Tinker in his owne Language during my life. I tell thee Ned^ 

thou hast lost much honor, that thou wer't not with me in this 

adion : but sweet Ned^ to sweeten which name of Ned^ I give 

thee this peniworth of Sugar, clapt even now into my hand by an 

under Skinker, one that never spake other English in his life, 

then Eight thUBngs and six fence^ and. Ton are welcome : with this 

shril addition, jinon^ Anon sir^ Score a Pint of Bastard in the 

Haife Moone^ or so. But Ned^ to drive away time till Falstqffe 

come, I prythee doe thou stand in some by-roome, while I 

question my puny Drawer, to what end hee gave me the Sugar, 

auKl do never leave calling Francis^ that his Tale to me may be 

nothing but. Anon : step aside, and He shew thee a President. 

Poines. Francis. 

Prin, Thou art perfedl. 

Poin, Francis. 

Enter Drawer, 

Fran. Anon, anon sir; looke downe into the Pomgamet, 
Ral/e. 

Prince. Come hither Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

Prin, How long hast thou to serve, Francis ? 

Fran. Forsooth five yeares, and as much as to— — — 

Pern. Francis. 

Fran. Anon» anon sir. 
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Prm. Five yeares : Beiiady a bog Lease for the clinking of 
Pewter. But Francis, darest thou be so valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture, & shew it a £ure paire of heeles, and 
nm from it? 

FraiL O Lord sir, He be swome upon all the Books m 
England, I could finde m my heart. 

Pom, Fnmcis. 

Fran^ Anon, anon sir. 

Prm, How old art thou, Frandt f 

Freau Let me see, about Michaelmas next I shalbe-*- 

Pdm. Francis. 

Fran. Anon sir, pray you suy a little, my Lord. 

Prcfi. Nay but harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou gavest 
me, 'twas a penyworth, was't not \ 

Fran, O Lord sir, I would it had bene two. 

Prm, I will give thee for it a thousand pound : Aske me w)aiak 
thou wilt, and thou shalt have it 

Pom. Francis. 

FroM, Anon, anon. 

Prm, Anon Francis ? No Francis, but to monx)w Francis : 
or Francis, on thursday : or indeed Francis when thou wilt. But 
Francis. 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. Wilt thou rob this Leatheme Jerkin, Christall button, 
Not-pated, Agat ring. Puke stocking, Caddice garter. Smooth 
tongue, Spanish pouch. 

Fran. O Lord sir, who do you meane ? 

Prin. Why then your browne Bastard is your onely drinke: for 
looke you Francis, your white Canvas doublet will sulley. In 
Barbary sir, it cannot come to so much. 

Fran, What sir? 

Poin, Francis. 

Prm. Away you Rogue, dost thou heare them call ? 
Heere ibey both call kim^ the Drawer stands amasudy uoi 

know'mg which way to go. 
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Enter Vmincr, 

Fmi. What) stand'st thou stilly and hear'st such a calling ? 
Looke to the Guests within : My Lord, olde Sir John with halfe 
a dozen more, are at the doore : shall I let them in ? 

Prm. Let them alone awhile, and then open the doore. 

Enter Pomes. 

Pan* A-nooy anon sir* 

Prhu Sirra, Falstaffe and the rest of the Theeves, are at the 
doore, dial! we be merry ? 

Ptm. As merrie as Crickets my Lad. But hark yee, What 
canning match have you made with this jest of the Drawer ? 
Coroe^ what's the issue I 

Prm. I am now of all humors, that have shewed themselves 
humors, snce the old dayes of goodman Adam^ to the pupill age of 
this present twelve a clock at midnight. What's a clocke 
Fraodsf 

FrtuL Anon, anon sir. 

Prm. That ever this Fellow should have fewer words then a 
Parret, and yet the sonne of a Woman. His industry is up- 
staires and down-staires, his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. 
I am not yet of Pereies mind, the Hotspurre of the North, he that 
killes me some sixe or seaen dozen of Scots at a Breakfast, 
washes his hands, and sales to his wife ; Fie upon this quiet life, I 
want worke. O my sweet Harry sayes she, how many hast thou 
k31*d to day ? Give my Roane horse a drench (sayes hee) and 
answeres, some fourteene, an houre after: a trifle, a trifle. I 
prethee call in Faliiaffe^ He play Percy^ and that damn'd Brawne 
dial! play Dame Mortimer his wife. Rlno^ sayes the drunkard. 
CaU in Ribs, caU in Tallow. 

Enter FaUtqffe. 

Poin. Welcome Jacke, where hast thou beene ? 

FaL A plague of all Cowards I say, and a Vengeance too. 
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many and Amen. Give me a cup of Sacke Boy. Ere I leade 
this life long, He sowe nether stockes, and mend them too. A 
plague of all cowards. Give me a Cup of Sacke, Rogue. Is 
there no Vertue extant ? 

Prm, Didst thou never see Titan kisse a dish of Butter, pttti- 
full hearted Titan that melted at the sweete Tale of the Sunne ? 
If thou didst, then behold that compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too : there is 
nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous man; yet a Coward 
is worse then a Cup of Sack with lime. A villanous Coward, 
go thy wayes old Jacke, die when thou wilt, if manhood, good 
manhood be not forgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a 
shotten Herring : there lives not three good men unhang'd in 
England, & one of them is fat, and growes old, God helpe the 
while, a bad world I say. I would I were a Weaver, I could sing 
all manner of songs. A plague of all Cowards, I say stilL 

Prin, How now Woolsacke, what mutter you ? 

Fa!. A Kings Sonne ? If I do not beate thee out of thy King- 
dome with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Subjeds afore thee 
like a flocke of Wilde-geese, He never weare haire on my &ce 
more. You Prince of Wales ? 

PrsfL Why you horson round man ? what's the matter? 

Fal, Are you not a Coward ? Answer me to that, and Poines 
there? 

Prin. Ye fatch paunch, and yee call mee Coward, Ue stab 
thee. 

FaL I call thee Coward ? He see thee damn'd ere I call the 
Coward : but I would give a thousand pound I could run as ^t 
as thou canst. You are straight enough in the shoulders, you care 
not who sees your backe : Call you that backing of your firiends ? 
a plague upon such backing : give me them that will fiice me. 
Give me a Cup of Sack, I am a Rogue if I drunke to day. 

Prince, O Villaine, thy Lippes are scarce wip'd, since thou 
drunk'st lasL 

Falii. All's one for that. He drmkes. 
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A plague of all Cowards still, say I. 

Prince. What's the matter ? 

FaliU What's the matter I here be foure of as, have ta'ne a 
thousand pound this Morning. 

Prmee. Where is it. Jack ? where is it ? 

Falst. Where is it? taken from us, it is: a hundred upon 
poore fbure of us. 

Prwce. What, a hundred, man ? 

FaUt. I am a Rogue, if I were not at halfe Sword with a 
dozen of them two houres together. I have scaped by miracle. 
I am eight times thrust through the Doublet, fbure through the 
Hose, my Buckler cut through and through, my sword hackt like 
a Hand-saw, ecce signitm. I never dealt better since I was a man : 
all would not doe. A plague of all Cowards : let them speake ; 
if they speake more or lesse then truth, they are villaines, and the 
sonnes of darknesse. 

Pritice, Speake sirs, how was it I 

Gad. We foure set upon some dozen. 

Falst. Sixteene, at least, my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Falsi. You Rogue, they were bound, every man of them^ or I 
am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gad As we were sharing, some sixe or seven fresh men set 
upon us. 

Falst. And unbound the rest, and then come in the other. 

Prince. What, fought yee with them all \ 

Falst. All ? I know not what yee call all : but if I fought 
not with fiftie of them, I am a bunch of Radish : if there were 
not two or three and fiftie upon poore olde Jack^ then am I no 
two-legg'd Creature. 

Poin. Pray Heaven, you have not murthered some of them. 

Falst. Nay, that's past praying for, I have pepper'd two of 
them : Two I am sure I have payed, two Rogues in Buckrom 
Sutes. I tell thee what, Haly if I tell thee a Lye, spit in my 
IV. c 
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face, call me Hone : thou koowest my olde word : here I lay» 
and thus I bore my point ; foure Rogues in Bockrom let drire 
at me. 

Prinee, What, foure ? thou sayd'st hot two, even now. 

Falsi. Foure Halj I told thee foure. 

Pohu I9 ly he said foure. 

FaUt. These foure came all a-front, and mainely thrust at me; 
I made no more adoe, but tooke all their seven points in my 
Targuety thus. 

Prince. Seven ? why there were but foure, eren now. 

Faht. In Buckrom. 

Pom. I9 foure, in Buckrom Sutes. 

Foist. Seven, by these Hilts, or I am a ViUaine else. 

Prm. Prethee let him alone, we shall have more anofu 

Foist. Doest thou heare me Hal? 

Prm. I, and marke thee too, Jack. 

Foist. Doe so, for it is worth the listnmg too : these mne in 
Buckrom, that I told thee of. 

Prm, So, two more alreadie. 

Foist. Their Points being broken. 

Poin. Downe fell his Hose. 

Foist, Began to give me ground : but I followed me close, 
came in foot and hand ; and with a thought, seven of the eleven 
Ipay'd. 

Prin. O mopstrous ! eleven Buckrom men growne out of two ? 

Foist. But as the Devill would have it, three mis-begotten 
Knaves, in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and let drive at 
me; for it was so darke, Hal^ that thou could'st not see thy 
Hand. 

Prm. These Lyes are like the Father that begets them, grosse 
as a Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Clay-braynM Guts, 
thou Knotty*pated Foole, thou Horson obscene greasie Tallow 
Catch. 

Foist. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the truth, 
the truth ? 



I Kendall 
3 thy Hand ? 
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Pntu Why, how could'st ihou know diese r 
Grwne, when it wm so darke, thou could'ai not 
Come, cell us your reason : what say'trt thou to this ? 

Pom, Come, your reason Jaci, your reason. 

Faiil. What, upon compulsion; No; were I at the Strappado, 
tir all the Raclu in the World, I wouli! not tell you on com- 
pulnon. Give you a rrasoo od compulsion ^ If Reasons were 
a» plentie as BUck-berriM, I would give no man a Reason upon 
cocnpulsioD, 1. 

Pria, lie be no longer guiltie of this none. This unguine 
Coward, this Bed-presser, this Hors-back-breaker, this huge Hill 
of Flesh. 

Falit. Away you Starveling, you Elfe-skin, you dried Neate 
tongue, Bulles-pissell, you stocke-fish : O for breth to utter. 
What is like thee ? You Tailors yard, you sheath, you Bow-case, 
yon vile standing tucke. 

Prm, Well, breath a-while, and then to't againe : and when 
thou hiist tyr'd thy selfe in base comparisons, heare me ipeake 
but chut. 

Pan, Marke Jacke. 

Pria, We two, saw you bure set oa feure, and baund them, 
and were Masters of iheii Wealth ; mark now how a plaine Tale 
ahall put you downc. Then did we two, set on you foure, and 
with I word, outfac'd you from your prize, and have it; yea, and 
can ahew it you in the House. And FaSiiaffe, you earied your 
Cuu away as nimbly, with as i^uicke dexteriiie, and roared for 
nercy, and aill ranne and roar'd, as ever I heard fiull-Calfe. 
What a Slave art thou, to liacke thy sword as thou hast done, 
then cay it was b Gght. What trick ? what device \ what 
ttaniog hole canet thou now find out, to hide thee from this open 
laod apparant diaine ? 

tMttu Come, let's heare Jacke: What tricke hast thou now J 

F^ I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare ye 
nty M4sl«rs, was it for me to kill the Hdre apparant ? Should 
1 lurnc upon the true Prince? Why, thou knowesi I am a« 
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valiant as Hercules: but beware Instindty the Lion will not touch 
the trae Prince : Instinct is a great matter. I was a Coward on 
InstinA : I shall thinke the better of my selfe, and thee, during 
my life : I, for a valiant Lion, and thou for a true Prince. But 
Lads, I am glad you have the Mony. Hostesse, clap to the 
doort*s : watch to night, pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boyes, 
Harts of Gold, all the good Titles of Fellowship come to you. 
What, shall we be merry \ shall we have a Play extempory. 

Prin. Content, and the argument shall be, thy running away. 

Fed. A, no more of that HaB s and thou lovest me. 

Enter Hostesse, 

Host, My Lord, the Prince ? 

Prin, How now my Lady the Hostesse, what say'st thou 
to me? 

Hostesse, Marry, my Lord, there is a Noble man of the Court 
at doore would speake with you : hee sayes, hee comes from your 
Father. 

Prin. Give him as much as will make him a Rojrall man, and 
send him backe againe to my Mother. 

Fabt, What manner of man is hee ? 

Hostesse, An old man. 

Falst. What doth Gravitie out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall I give him his answere ? 

Prin, Prethee doe Jacke. 

Falst. 'Faith, and He send him packing. Exit, 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought faire ; so did you Peto^ so did 
you Bardol: you are Lyons too, you ranne away upon instinct : 
you will not touch the true Prince ; no, fie. 

Bard, 'Faith, I ranne when I saw others runne. 

Prin, Tell mee now in earnest, how came Falstqffiu Sword so 
hackt? 

Peto, Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and said, hee would 
sweare truth out of England, but hee would make you beleeve it 
was done in fight, and perswaded us to doe the like. 



i 
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Bank Yea, and to tickle our Noses with Spear-grasse, to make 
them bleed, and then to beslubber our garments with it, and 
sweare it was the blood of true men. I did that I did not this 
seven yeeres before, I blusht to heare his monstrous devices. 

Prin. O Villaine, thou stolest a Cup of Sacke eighteene yeeres 
agoe, and wert taken with the manner, and ever since thou hast 
biusht extempore : thou hadst fire and sword on thy side, and 
yet thou ranst away ; what instinA hadst thou for it ? 

BariL My Lord, doe you see these Meteors \ doe you behold 
these Exhalations ? 

Pria. I doe. 

Bank What thmke you they portend ? 

Pritu Hot Livers, and cold Purses. 

Bard, Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Prm. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falstqffe. 

Heere comes leane Jacke^ heere comes bare-bone. How now my 
tweet Creature of Bombast, how long is't agoe, Jacke^ since thou 
taw'st thine owne Knee ? 

Falsi, My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeret {Hal) 
I was not an Eagles Talent in the Waste, I could have crept into 
any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague of sighing and griefe, tt 
blowes a man up like a Bladder. There's villanous Newes 
abroad : heere was Sir John Brahy from your Father ; you must 
goe to the Court in the Morning. The same mad fellow of the 
North, Percy: and bee of Wales, that gave jfmamon the 
Baatioado, and made Lucifer Cuckold, and swore the Devill his 
true Liege-man upon the Crosse of a Welch-hooke; what a 
phgue call you him ? 

Pom, 0, Giendower. 

Falsi* Oweny Owen; the same, and his Sonne in Law 
MortimgTf and old Nortbumberkuuk and the sprightly Scot of 
Soott, Dowglas^ that runnes a Horse-backe up a Hill per- 
pendicular. 
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Prm. Hee that rides at high speede, and with a Pistol! kills a 
Sparrow flying. 

Fahi. You have hit it. 

Prin. So did he never the Sparrow. 

Falst. Well, that Rascall hath good mettall in him, hee will 
not runne. 

Prhu Why, what a Rascall art thou then, to prayse him so 
for running ? 

Falit. A Horse-backe (ye Cuckoe) bat a foot hee will not 
budge a foot 

Prin, Yes Jacie, upon instinct : Well, hee is there too, and 
one Mordake^ and a thousand blew*Cappes more. Worcester is 
stolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is tum'd white with 
the Newes; you may buy Land now as cheape as stinking 
Mackrell. 

Prin, Then 'tis like, if there come a hot Sunne, and this 
civill buffetting hold, we shall buy Maiden-heads as they buy 
Hob-nayles, by the Hundreds. 

Fahu By the Masse Lad, thou say'st true, it is like wee shall 
have good trading that way. But tell me Hal, art not thou 
horrible afear'd? thou being Heire apparant, could the World 
picke thee out three such Enemyes againe, as that Fiend Dowglas^ 
that Spirit Percyt and that Devill GlendowerP Art not thou 
horrible afraid ? Doth not thy blood thrill at it ? 

Prin, Not a whit : I lacke some of thy instindi. 

FalsL Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow, when 
thou commest to thy Father : if thou doe love me, practise an 
answere. 

Prin. Doe thou stand for my Father, and examine mee upon 
the particulars of my Life. 

Falsi. Shall I ? content : This Chayre shall bee my State, 
this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cushion my Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Joyn'd-Stoole, thy Golden 
Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, for 
a pittifiill bald Crowne. 
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Faltt, Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee 
DOW ahalt tfaoa be moTed. Ghre me a Cup of Sacke to make 
mme eyet looke ledde, that it may be thought I have wept, for I 
must Mpfaks in panioii, and I will doe it in King Cmniyus Taine* 

Prhu Well, heere it my Legge. 

Fmbt, And heere it my speech : stand atide Nobilitie. 

Hoiittie. Thia it excellent sport, yfaith. 

FalsL Weepe not, sweet Queeoe, for trickling tearet are 
▼aine. 

Hoiteiu. O the Father, how hee holdet hit countenance ? 

FaliU For Gods take Lordt, convey my trutifull Queen, 
For teares doe stop the floud-gatet of her eyes. 

Hatteiie, O rare, he doth it as like one of these harlotry 
Players, as ever I see. 

Falsi, Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Ticlde-braine. Harry ^ 
I do not onely marvell where thou spendest thy time ; but also, 
how thou art acompanied : For though the Camomile, the more 
it is troden, the faster it growes; yet Youth, the more it is 
wasted, the sooner it weares. Thou art my Sonne: I have 
partly thy Mothers Word, partly my Opinion ; but chiefely, a 
villanous tricke of thine Eye, and a foolish hanging of thy nether 
Lippe, that doth warrant me. If then thou be Sonne to mee, 
heere Ij^eth the point: why, being Sonne to me, art thou so 
poynted at ? Shall the blessed Sonne of Heaven prove a Micher, 
and eate Black-berryes ? a question not to bee askt Shall the 
Sonne of England prove a Theefe, and take purses ? a question 
to be askt. There is a thing, Harry^ which thou hast often 
heard of, and it is knovme to many in our Land, by the Name of 
Pitch : this Pitch (as ancient Writers doe report) doth defile ; 
so doth the companie thou keepest : for Harry^ now I doe not 
q)eake to thee in Drinke, but in Teares ; not in Pleasure, but in 
Passion ; not in Words onely, but in Woes also : and yet there 
is a vertuous man, whom I have often noted in thy companie, but 
I know not his Name. 

Prin, What manner of man, and it like your Majestic ? 
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Foist. A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent, of a 
chearefiill Looke, a pleasing Eye, and a most noble Carriage, 
and as I thinke, his age some fiftie, or (byrlady) inclining to 
threescore ; and now I remember mee, his Name is Falstaffe : if 
that man should be lewdly given, hee deceives mee ; for Harry ^ 
I see Vertue in his Lookes. If then the Tree may be knowne 
by the Fruit, as the Fruit by the Tree, then peremptorily I speake 
it, there is Vertue in that Falstaffe: him keepe with, the rest 
banish. And tell mee now, thou naughtie Varlet, tell mee, where 
hast thou beene this moneth I 

Prist, Do'st thou speake like a King? doe thou stand for 
mee, and He play my Father. 

Falsi. Depose me : if thou do'st it halfe so gravely, so majesti- 
cally, both in word and matter, hang me up by the heeles for a 
Rabbet-sucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin, Well, heere I am set. 

Falsi. And heere I stand : judge my Masters. 

Prin. Now Harry^ whence come you \ 

Falsi. My Noble Lord, from East-cheape. 

Prin. The complaints I heare of thee, are grievous. 

Falsi. Yfaith, my Lord, they are false : Nay, He tickle ye for 
a young Prince. 

Prin. Swearest thou, ungracious Boy ? henceforth ne're looke 
on me : thou art violently carryed away from Grace : there is a 
Devill haunts thee, in the likenesse of a fat old Man ; a Tunne of 
Man is thy Companion : Why do'st thou converse with that 
Trunke of Humors, that Boulting- Hutch of Beastlinesse, that 
swolne Parcell of Dropsies, that huge Bombard of Sacke, that 
stuft Cloake-bagge of Guts, that rosted Manning Tree Oxe with 
the Pudding in his Belly, that reverend Vice, that grey Iniquitie, 
that Father RufHan, that Vanide in yeeres ? wherein is he good, 
but to taste Sacke, and drinke it ? wherein neat and cleanly, but 
to carve a Capon, and eat it ? wherein Cunning, but in Craft ? 
wherein Crafde, but in Villanie ? wherein Villanous, but in all 
things ? wherein worthy, but in nothing \ 
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FtJsU 1 would your Grace would take me with yon: wbom 
meanet jour Grace ? 

Ffimct. That liUaDOiit abhominahie mis-ieader of Youth, F^ 
*taft^ that old white-bearded Sathan, 

FdsU My Lord, the man I know. 

Prmu» I know tboa do'st. 

FiJsL Bat to ay, I know more harme in him then in my 
adfe, were to ny, more dm I know. That hee is oide (the more 
the pittie) his white hayres doe witn e ss e it: but that hee is 
(ofing your reference) a Whore-master, that I utterly deny. If 
Sacke and Sugar bee a fiuik, HeaTen helpe the Wicked : if to be 
olde and merry, be a sinne, then many an olde Hoaie that I know, 
is damn'd : if to be &t, be to be hated, then Pharmohj leane 
are to be lored. No, my good Lord, banish Poa, banish Bt 
Jolph^ banish Pomes : bat for sweete Jache Falstajfe^ kinde Jacit 
FaUu^^ true J ache FaUtaffe^ Taliant Jacke Fmbtaffe^ and theiefbre 
more TaUant, bebg as hee is olde Jack FaUiaffe^ banish noc him 
thy Harrjei companie, banish not him thy Harrjts companie ; 
banish plumpe Jacke and banish all the world. 

Priace, I doe, I wilL 

Emier Bardoifb rummmg. 

BartL O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a most most 
moostroos Watch, is at the doore. 

FaUu Oat yoa Rogoe, play out the Pby : I have much to 
ay in the behalfe of that Faistaffe. 

Emier the Hottesie. 

Hotteue. O, my Lord, my Lord. 

FalsL Heigh, heigh, the Derill rides iqioo a Fiddle-sticke : 
what's the matter ? 

Hosteste^ The Sherife and all the Watch are at the doore : 
diey are come to search the House, shall I let them in ? 

Falst, Do'st thou heare Hd^ nerer call a true pcece of Gold a 
Counterfeit : thou art essentially made, without seeming so, 

Prmce. And thou a naturall Coward, without insdnd. 
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Fmbt. I deny your Major: if you will deny the Sherife, so : if 
not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart as well as another 
man, a plague on my bringing up : I hope I shaU as soone be 
strangled with a Halter, as another. 

Prince, Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, die rest walke up 
above. Now my Masters, for a true Face and good Conscience. 

FaUu Both which I have had : but their date is out, and there- 
fore He hide me. ExH, 

Prince. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier. 

Prince. Now Master Sherife, what is your will with mee ? 

She. First pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath fol- 
lowed certaine men unto this house. 

Prince. What men ? 

She. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord, a grosse 
ht man. 

Car. As & as Butter. 

Prince, The man, I doe assure you, is not heere, 
For I my selfe at this time have imploy'd him : 
And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by to morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to answere thee, or any man, 
For any thing he shall be charg'd withall : 
And so let me entreat you, leave the house. 

She, I will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robberie lost three hundred Markes. 

Prince. It may be so : if he have robb'd these men. 
He shall be answerable : and so farewell. 

She. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 

Prince. I thinke it is good Morrow, is it not ? 

She. Indeede, my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke. Exit. 

Prince. This oyly Rascall is knowne as well as Poules : goe 
call him forth. 

Peto, Falttaffe ? fast asleepe behinde the Arras, and snorting 
like a Horse. 
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Prince. Harke, how hard he fetches breath : search his Pockets. 

He tearcbetb hit Pockets^ andjindetb certame Papers. 

Prince, What hast thou found ? 

Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 

Prince. Let's see, what be they ? reade them. 

Peto. Item, a Capon. ii.s.iLd. 

Item, Sawce. iiiud. 

Item, Sacke, two Gallons. v.s.yiii.d. 

Item, Anchoves and Sacke after Supper. ii.s*vi.d. 

Item, Bread. ob. 

Prince. O monstrous, but one halfe penny-worth of Bread to 
this intollerable deale of Sacke ? What there is else, keepe close, 
wee'le reade it at more advantage : there let him sleepe till day. 
He to the Court in the Morning : Wee must all to the Wanes, 
and thy place shall be honorable. He procure this hx. Rogue a 
Charge of Foot, and I know his death will be a Match of 
Twelve-score. The Money shall be pay'd backe againe with ad- 
vantage. Be with me betimes in the Morning : and so good 
morrow Peio. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt. 

A6lus Tertius. Sana Prima. 



Enter Hotipurre^ Worcester^ Lord Mortimer^ Owen Glcndower, 

Mori. These pronndses are faire, the parties sure, 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 

Hotsp. Lord Mortimer^ and Cousin Glendower^ 
Will you sit downe ? 

And Unckle IVorcester: a plague upon it, 
I have forgot the Mappe. 

GlencL No, here it is : 

Sit Cousin Percy ^ sit good Cousin Hotspurre : 
For by that Name, as oft as Lancaster doth speake of you. 
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And all the courses of my Life doc shew, 

I am not m the Roll of common men. 

Where 18 the Living, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales, 

Which calls me Pupill, or hath read to me ? 

And bring him out, that is but Womans Sonne, 

Can trace me in the tedious wayes of Art, 

And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hotsp. I thinke there's no man speakes better Welsh : He to 
Dinner. 

Mori, Peace Cousin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Glend, I can call Spirits from the vasde Deepe. 
Hotsp. Why so can I, or so can any man : 
But will they come, when you doe call for them ? 

Glend. Why, I can teach thee. Cousin, to command the Devill. 
Hottp. And I can teach thee, Cousin, to shame the Deyil, 
By telling truth. Tell truths and shame the DevUl. 
If thou have power to rayse him, bring him hither. 
And He be sworne, I have power to shame him hence. 
Oh, while you live, tell truth, and shame the Devill. 
Mori, Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glend. Three times hath Henry BuBnghvoie made head 
Against my Power : thrice fix>m the Banks of Wye, 
And sandy-bottom'd Seveme, have I hent him 
Bootlesse home, and Weather-beaten backe. 

Hoisp, Home without Bootes, 
And in foule Weather too. 
How scapes he Agues in the Devils name ? 

Glend, Come, heere's the Mappe : 
Shall wee divide our Right, 
According to our three-fold order ta'ne ? 

Mori, The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 
England, firom Trent, and Seveme, hitherto 
By South and East is to my part assign'd : 
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Ail Weatward, WaJca, beyond ihe Severne shore. 

And all the fertile Land wilhia that bound. 

To Ovjtti G/etidoitier : And deare Couze, to you 

The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent, 

And our Indentures Tripartite arc drawoe : 

Which being sealed enterchangeably, 

(A Buainesse that this Night may execute) 

To morrow, Cousin Prrcj, you and I, 

And my good Lord of Worcester, will set fortht 

To meete your Father, and the Scottiah Power, 

As is appointed us at Shrewsbury, 

My Father GUndo-wer is not readie yet 1 

Nor shall wee neede his heipe these foureteene dayes : 

Within that space, you may have drawne together 

Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Gltnd, A shorter ume shall send rae to you. Lords : 
And in my ConduA shall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now must steale, and take no leave, 
For there will be a World of Water shed. 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Halip. Me thinks my Moity, North from Burton here. 
In (juancitie equals not one of yours: 
See, how this River comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the best of all my Land, 
A huge halfe Moone, a monstrous Cactle out. 
lie have the Cu riant in this place damn'd up. 
And here the smug and Silver Trent shall runne. 
Id a new Channell, faire and evenly : 
It shall not winde with such a deepe indent. 
To rob me of so rich a Bottome here, 

ClattL Not winde ? it shall, it must, you see it doth, 

Mori, Yea, but marke how he beares his course. 
And nmnes me up with like advantage 00 the other side, 
Gelding the opposed Continent as much. 
As on the other side it takes from you. 
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Wore. Yea, but a little Char^ge will trench him here, 
And on this North side winne this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs straight and even. 

Hotsf. He have it so, a little Charge will doe it 

Glend, He not have it alter'd. 

Hotsp. Will not you ? 

Glend. No, nor you shall not* 

Hotsp, Who shall say me nay ? 

Glend. Why, that will I. 

Hotsp. Let me not understand you then, speake it in Welsh. 

Glend. I can speake English, Lord, as well as you : 
For I was trayn'd up in the English Court ; 
Where, being but young, I framed to the Harpe 
Many an English Dittie, lovely well. 
And gave the Tongue a helpefull Ornament ; 
A Vertue that was never seene in you. 

Hotsp. Marry, and I am glad of it with all my heart, 
I had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew. 
Then one of these same Meeter Ballad-mongers : 
I had rather heare a Brazen Candlestick tum'd. 
Or a dry Wheele grate on the Axle-tree, 
And that would set my teeth nothing an edge. 
Nothing so much, as mincmg Poetrie ; 
'Tis like the forc't gate of a shuffling Nagge. 

Glend. Come, you shall have Trent tum'd. 

Hotsp. I doe not care : He give thrice so much Land 
To any well-deserving friend ; 
But in the way of Bargaine, marke ye me, 
He cavill on the ninth part of a hayre. 
Are the indentures drawne ? shall we be gone I 

Glend. The Moone shines fidre. 
You may away by Night : 
He haste the Writer ; and Mrithall, 
Breake Mrith your Wives, of your departure hence : 
I am afraid my Daughter will runne madde, 
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So much ihe doteth on her Mortimer. Exit, 

Mort. Fie, Cousin Percy^ how you crosse my Father. 
Hottp, I cannot chuse : sometime he angers me. 

With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 

Of the Dreamer Merfm^ and his Prophecies ; 

And of a Dragon, and a finne-Iesse Fish, 

A clip-wing'd GrifHn, and a moulten RaTen, 

A couching Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 

And such u dcalc of skimble-skamble Stuff, 

As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 

I Ic held mc last Night, at least, nine howres, 

In WH^koning up the several] Devils Names, 

Thttt wrir his Lacqueyt^: 

I ciyM hunu and well, goe too, 

\\\\X nuitkM him m»t a word. O, he is as tedious 

A* rt tvir\l Honr* a wyling Wife, 

Worn* then a smixikie House. I bad rather Uve 

With Chww and Garlick in a Windmill forre, 

^'\\iM ^\\\c K>K\ Ote«» and have him talke to me, 

\\\ My\ SunmH!i>'itottse m ^JirworouooK. 
,V/*^. U tUuh he ^A* a worthy Gendeman, 

vMImII I SsW WHS VVM«*kK 

\\y W\\U \\H»» K*»nv* m .4 h*^h ret»|wCl» 
V,^^ v»*»K^* Ki»k*vlN\ v^vH» c^ bi* iMtumU scope» 
\\ Kv** \v*k» v^H x*\M*^ N»* huiiKH : >wth be dwmk 
) vx.moa \\M» v\»S »iMU »* »KH J»*^ 
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To put him quite besides his patience. 

You must needes learne, Lord, to amend this ^ult : 

Though sometimes it shew Greatnesse, Courage, Blood, 

And that's the dearest grace it renders you ; 

Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh Rage, 

Defed of Manners, want of Government, 

Pride, Haughtinesse, Opinion, and Disdaine : 

The least of which, haunting a Nobleman, 

Loseth mens hearts, and leaves behinde a stayne 

Upon the beautie of all parts besides. 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hotjp. Well, I am school'd : 
Good-manners be your speede ; 
Heere come your Wives, and let us take our leave. 

Enter Giendowery with the Ladiei, 

Mort, This is the deadly spight, that angers me. 
My Wife can speake no English, I no Welsh. 

GUniL My Daughter weepes, shee'le not part with you, 
Sheele be a Souldier too, shee'le to the Wanes. 

Mort, Good Father tell her, that she and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Condud speedily. 

Glendower speakes to her in Wdjh^ and the antwerei him 

in the jome. 

GlemL Shee is desperate heere: 
A peevish selfe-will'd Harlotry, 
One that no perswasion can doe good upon. 

The I^ufy speaket in Wdth. 

Mort, I understand thy Looket : that pretty Welsh 
Which thou powr'st down from these swelling Heavens, 
I am too perfed in : and but for shame. 
In such a parley should I answere thee. 

IV. D 
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The Lady againe in Webb. 

Mart. I undentand thy KjBsety and thou miiie^ 
And that's a feeling disputation : 
But I will never be a Truant, Love, 
Till I have leam'd thy Language : for thy tongue 
Makes ^elsh as sweet as Ditties highly penn'd. 
Sung by a faire Queene b a Summers Bowre, 
With ravishing Division to her Lute. 

Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will she runne madde. 

The Lady ipeakes agdme in Welsh. 

Mort. O, I am Ignorance it selfe in this. 

Glend, She bids you. 
On the wanton Rushes lay you downe, 
And rest your gentle Head upon her Lappe, 
And she will sing the Song that pleaseth you, 
And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, 
Charming your blood with pleasing heavinesse ; 
Making such difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and l^Hght, 
The houre before the Heavenly Hameis'd Teeme 
Begins his Golden Progresse in the East 

Mort. With all my heart lie sit, and heare her sing : 
By that time will our Booke, I thinke, be drawne. 

Glend. Doe so : 
And those Musitians that shall play to you, 
Hang in the Ayre a thousand Leagues from thence $ 
And straight they shall be here : sit, and attend. 

Hottp. Come Kate^ thou art perfedt in lying downe : 
Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in thy Lappe. 

Lady, Goe, ye giddy-Goose. 

The Mustek playei. 

Hotsp. Now I perceive the Devill understands Welsh, 
And 'tis no marvell he is so humorous : 
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Byrlady hee's a good Musitian. 

Lfody, Then would you be nothing but Musically 
For you are altogether governed by humors : 
Lye still ye Theefe, and heare the Lady sing in Welsh. 

Hoisp. I had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in Irish. 

Lady, Would'st have thy Head broken ? 

Hotsp. No. 

Lady. Then be still. 

Hotsp, Neyther, 'tis a Womans fault. 

Lady. Now God helpe thee. 

Hotsp. To the Welsh Ladies Bed. 

Lady. What's that ? 

Hotsp. Peace, shee sings. 

Heere the Lady sings a Welsh Song. 

Hotsp. Come, He have your Song too. 

Ladjf. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Hotsp. Not yoursy in good sooth ? 
You sweare like a Comfit-makers Wife : 
Not you, in good sooth ; and, as true as I live ; 
And, as God shall mend me ; and, as sure as day : 
And givest such Sarcenet suretie for thy Oathes, 
As if thou never walk'st further then Finsbury. 
Sweare me, Kate^ like a Lady, as thou art, 
A good mouth-filling Oath : and leave in sooth, 
And such protest of Pepper Ginger-bread, 
To Velvet-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens. 
Come, sing. 

Lady. I will not sing. 

Hotsp. 'Tis the next way to tume Taylor, or be Redbrest 
teacher : and the Indentures be drawne. He away within these 
two howres : and so come in, when yee will. Exit. 

Glend. Come, come. Lord Mortimer^ you are as slow. 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe. 
By this our Booke is drawne : wee'le but seale. 



52 First Pari if Kir^ Haaj the FoMFtb. 

Asyd tben to hone UBBMc&tbaj. 

Jnortm Witb mSL tBf bean* 



Sutnn Stnatda. 

EmUr the Katg^ Pnmce ^ Wdu mdwAers. 

King, Lordly gnre as leare : 
The Prince of Walci, and I, 
Most hare fome prirate coofemce : 
Bat be neere at hand. 

For wee shall presently hare necde of joa. Exami Lords. 

I know not whether Hearen will hare it so. 
For some displeasing senrice I hare done ; 
That in his secret Doome, oat of my Blood, 
Hee'le breede Rerengement, and a Scoaige for me : 
Bat thou do'st in thy passages of Life, 
Make me beleere, that thoa art oody mark'd 
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod of heaven 
To panish my mistreadings. Tell me else. 
Could sach inordinate and low desires, 
Such poore, sach baie, such lewd, such meane atten^>ts. 
Such barren pleasures, rude societie. 
As thou art matcht wtthall, and grafted too, 
Accompanie the greatnesse of thy blood. 
And hold their lerell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prince. So please your Majesty, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excuse. 
As well as I am doubtlesse I can purge 
My selfe of many I am charged withall : 
Yet such extenuation let me begge. 
As in reproofe of many Tales devis'd. 
Which oft the Eare of Greatnesse needes must heare. 
By smiling Pick-thankes, and base Newes-mongen ; 
I may for some things true, wherein my youth 
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Hath ^ultie wandred, and irregular^ 
Finde pardon on my true submission. 

Ki^g, Heaven pardon thee : 
Yet let me wonder, Harry , 
At thy afledtionsy which doe hold a Wing 
Qoite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in Councell thou hast rudely lost. 
Which by thy younger Brother is supply'de ; 
And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 
The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is niin'd, and the Sou!e of every man 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall. 
Had I 80 lavish of my presence beene. 
So conunon hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
So stale and cheape to vulgar Company ; 
Opinion^ that did helpe me to the Crowne, 
Had still kept loyall to possession. 
And left me in reputelesse banishment, 
A fellow of no marke, nor likelyhood. 
By being seldome seene, I could not stirre. 
But like a Comer, I was wondred at, 
That men would tell their Children, This is hee : 
Others would say ; Where, Which is BuiBnghrooke. 
And then I stole all Courtesie from Heaven, 
And drest my selfe in such Humilitie, 
That I did plucke Allegeance from mens hearts, 
Lowd Showts and Salutations from their mouthes. 
Even in the presence of the Crowned King. 
Thus I did keepe my Person fresh and new. 
My Presence like a Robe Pontificall, 
Ne're seene, but wondred at : and so my State, 
Seldome but sumptuous, shewed like a Feast, 
And wonne by rarenesse such Sokmnitie. 
The tkippmg King hee ambled up and downe. 
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With shallow Jesters, and rash Bayin Wits, 

Soone kindled, and soone burnt, carded his State, 

Mingled his Royaltie with Carping Fooles, 

Had his great Name prophaned with their Scomes, 

And gave his Countenance, against his Name, 

To laugh at gybing Boyes, and stand the push 

Of every Beardlesse vaine Comparative ; 

Grew a Companion to the common Streetes, 

Enfeoff 'd himselfe to Popularitie : 

That being dayly swallowed by mens Eyes, 

They surfeted with Honey, and began to loathe 

The taste of Sweetnesse, whereof a little 

More then a little, is by much too much. 

So when he had occasion to be seene, 

He was but as the Cuckow is in June, 

Heard, not regarded : seene but with such Eyes, 

As sicke and blunted with Communitie, 

AfFoord no extraordinarie Gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sunne-like Majestie, 

When it shines seldome in admiring Eyes : 

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids downe. 

Slept in his Face, and rendred such aspedt 

As Cloudie men use to doe to their adversaries. 

Being with his presence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 

And in that very Line, Harry^ standest thou : 

For thou hast lost thy Princely Priviledge, 

With vile participation. Not an Eye 

But is awearie of thy common sight. 

Save mine, which hath detir'd to see thee more : 

Which now doth that I would not have it doe, 

Make blinde it selfe with foolish tendemesse. 

Prmce. I shall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my selfe. 

King. For all the Worid, 

As thou art to this houre, was Richard theo, 
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When I from France set foot at Ravenspurgh ; 

And even as I was then, is Percy now : 

Now by my Scepter, and my Soule to booty 

He hath more worthy interest to the State 

Then thou, the shadow of Succession ; 

For of no Right, nor colour like to Right. 

He doth fill fields with Hameis in the Realme, 

Tumes head against the Lyons armed Jawes ; 

And being no more in debt to yeeres, then thou, 

Leades ancient Lords, and reverent Bishops on 

To bloody Battailes, and to brusing Armes. 

What never-dying Honor hath he got. 

Against renowned Dowglas ? whose high Deedes, 

Whose hot Incursions, and great Name in Armes, 

Holds from all Souldiers chiefe Majoritie, 

And Militarie Tide Capitall. 

Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Christ, 

Thrice hath the Hotspur Mars^ in swathing Clothes, 

This In^t Warrior, in his Enterprises, 

Discomfited great Dowgkuf ta'ne him once, 

Enlarged him, and made a firiend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance up. 

And shake the peace and safetie of our Throne. 

And what say you to this ? Percy f Northumberland^ 

The Arch-bishops Grace of Yorke, Dowgkuf Mortimer^ 

Capitulate against us, and are up. 

But wherefore doe I tell these Newes to thee I 

Why, Harry^ doe I tell thee of my Foes, 

Which are my neer'st and dearest Enemie ? 

Thou, that art like enough, through vassall Feare, 

Base Inclination, and the start of Spleene, 

To fight against me under Pereses pay. 

To dogge his heeles, and curtsie at hig frownes, 

To shew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince, Doe not thinke so, you shall not finde it so : 
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And HcMPCs forp9t ihtm, i^m. to wmdk hne wmmfd 
low wi^ft MmM gooo. wouffmM tnnf iraii Hc: 
I wiD mfeme ail dM M Pm» kead. 
And io tbr cicMM^ of tomt ffaaam daj^ 
Be bold to ttll joa, dut I am fov SooM^ 
When I wm woie a Gmot ail of Blood, 
AskL fCatoe Dijr ufosra hi a faioody BfadJEe: 

WtllCD WTWIf XWitff Bafl KOVIC OI^T ■UHlf Wtttl wL 

And dot Aall be die dajf when cie k %^ 
That dns mne Cbrld of Hooor and Renovne, 
Thit g^laot ffaUfmr, dm aD^pnped Kn^far, 
And jrour ontfaoogbt^ Barry chaoct to meet : 
For erery Hooor mdng on hb Hdme^ 
Would diey were rnnhimdrt, and on my head 
My diamef redoubled. For the time will come^ 
That I diall make this Nortfaeme Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedesfor my Indignirirt; 
Percy is but my Fador, good my Lord, 
To engroaie up glorious Deedes on my befaalfe : 
And I will call him to so strid account. 
That he diall render every Glory up. 
Yea, ereo the deightest wordiip of his time, 
Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, in the Name of Heaven, I promise here : 
The which, if I performe, and doe sonrive, 
I doe beseech your Majesde, may salve 
The loog-growne Wounds of my intemperature : 
If not, the end of Life cancells all Bands, 
And I will dye a hundred thousand Deadis, 
Ere breake the smallest parcell of this Vow. 

King. A hundred thousand Rebels dye in this : 
Thou shalt have Chaise, and soveraigne trust herein. 

Entfr Blunt. 

How now good Bbmi ? thy Lookes are full of q)eed. 
Blunt. So hath the Businesse that I come to speake o£ 
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LfOrd Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word, 
That Dowglas and the English Rebels met 
The eleventh of this moneth, at Shrewsbury : 
A mightie and a fearefuU Head they are, 
(If Promises be kept on every hand) 
As ever offered foule play in a State. 

ICmg. The Earle of Westmerland set forth to day : 
With him my sonne. Lord John of Lancaster, 
For this advertisement is five dayes old. 
On Wednesday next, Harry thou shalt set forward : 
On Thursday, wee our selves will march. 
Our meeting is Bridgenorth : and Harry ^ you shall march 
Through Glocestershire : by which account. 
Our Businesse valued some twelve dayes hence, 
Our generall Forces at Bridgenorth shall meete. 
Our Hands are full of Businesse : let's away. 
Advantage feedes him ^t, while men delay. Exeunt. 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Falstaffe and Bardolph. 

FaUt. Bardolph^ am I not ''falne away vilely, since this last 
a^on ? doe I not bate ? doe I not dwmdle ? Why my skinne 
hangs about me like an olde Ladies loose Gowne : I am withered 
like an olde Apple John. Well, He repent, and that suddenly, 
while I am in some liking : I shall be out of heart shordy, and 
then I shall have no strength to repent. And I have not for- 
gotten what the in-side of a Church is made of, I am a Pepper- 
Come, a Brewers Horse, the in-side of a Church. Company, 
villanous Company, hath beene the spoyle of me. 

Bard. Sir John^ you are so fretfiill, you cannot live long. 

Falst. Why there is it : Come, sing me a bawdy Song, make 
me merry : I was as vertuously given, as a Gentleman need to 
be ; vertuous enough, swore litde. dic'd not above seven timet a 
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weeke, went to a Bawdy-house not above once in a quarter of an 
houre, payd Money tliat I borrowed, three or foure rimes : lived 
well, and in good compas«e ; and now I live out of all order, out 
of compaase. 

Bard. Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that you must needes 
bee out of all eompassc j out of all reasonable compaise, Sir 

Faht, Doe thou amend thy Face, and He amend thy Life : 
Thou art our Admirall, thou bearett the Lanteme in the Poope, 
but 'tis in the Nose of thee ; thou art the Knight of the Burning 

Bard. Why, Sir Jska, my Face does you no harrae. 

Fahl. No, He be swome : I make as good use of it, as many 
a man doth of a Deatlis-Head, or a Mrmenio Man, I never see 
thy Face, but I ihinke upon Hell iire, and Dhei that lived in 
Purple ; for there he is in hia Robes burning, burning. If thou 
wert any way given to vertue, I would sweare by thy Face ; my 
Oath should bee, By this Fire : But thou art altogether given 
over : and wert indeedc, but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne 
of utter Darkencsse. When thou ran'st up Gads-Hill, in the 
Night, to catch my Hone, if I did not thinke iliat ihou hadst 
beene an Ign'it fatuut, or a Ball of Wild-fire, there's no Purchase 
in Money, O thou art a perpetual! Triumph, an everlasting 
Bone-fire- Light : thou hast saved mc a tliouaard Markes in 
Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the Night betwixt 
Taverae and Taveme : But the Sack that thou hast drunke me, 
would have bought me Lights as good cheape, as the dearest 
Chandlcn in Europe. I have maintain'd that Salamander of 
yours with lire, any time this two and thtrtie yceres. Heaven re- 
ward me for it 

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly. 

Fiilt. So should I be sure to be heart-burn'd. 
Enter Hailcsie. 
How now. Dame Partlct the Hen, have you enquir'd yet who 
pick'd my pocket \ 
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Hostetse. Whj Sir Jobn^ what doe you thinkey Sir John? 
doe you thinke I keepe Tbeeves in my House ? I have searchM, 
I haye enquired, so haz my Husband, Man by Man, Boy by Boy, 
Servant by Servant : the tight of a hayre was never lost in my 
house before. 

Faht, Ye lye Hostesse : Bardeiph was shav'd, and lost many 
a hajrre ; and He be swome my Pocket was pick'd : goe to, you 
are a Woman, goe. 

Hostesse* Who I? I defie thee: I was never call'd so in 
mine owne house before. 

FaUt. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Hostesse. No, Sir John^ you doe not know me. Sir John : I 
know you. Sir John : you owe me Money, Sir Jobn^ and now 
you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : I bought you a dozen 
of Shirts to your Backe. 

Falst. Doulas, filthy Doulas: I have given them away to 
Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. 

Hostesse. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight 
shillings an Ell : You owe Money here besides, Sir John^ for 
your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you, foure and 
twentie pounds. 

Falst. Hee had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hostesse. Hee ? alas hee is poore, hee hath nothing. 

Falst. How ? Poore ? Looke upon his Face : What call 
you Rich? Let them coyne his Nose, let them coyne his 
Cheekes, He not pay a Denier. What, will you make a Younker 
of me ? Shall I not take mine ease in mine Inne, but I shall 
have my Pocket pick'd ? I have lost a Seale^Ring of my Gnmd- 
&thers, worth fortie Marke. 

Hostesse, I have heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Falst. How ? the Prince is a Jacke, a Sneake-Cuppe : and if 
hee were heere, I would cudgell him like a Doggp, if hee would 
say so. 
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Enier the Prince marchings and FaUtc^e muU him^ playing on bis 

TruncUon Rke a Fife. 

FaUu How now Lad ? is the Winde in that Doore ? Must 
we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate fashion* 

Hostesse. My Lord, I pray you heare mee. 

Prince. What say'st thou, Mistresse Quickly ? How does thy 
Husband ? I love him well, hee is an honest man. 

Hoitesse, Good, my Lord, heare mee. 

Ftdji. Prethee let her alone, and list to mee. 

Prince. What say'st thou, Jacke ? 

FaUt. The other Night I fell asleepe heere behind the Arras, 
and had my Pocket pickt : this House is tum'd Bawdy-house, 
they picke Pockets. 

Prince. What didst thou lose, Jacke ? 

FaUt. Wilt thou beleeve me, Hal ? Three or foure Bonds of 
fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grandfathers. 

Prince. A Trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Nati. So I told him, my Lord; and I said, I heard your 
Grace say so : and (my Lord) hee speakes most vildy of jrou, 
like a foule-mouth'd man as hee is, and said, hee would cudgell 
you. 

Prince, What hee did not ? 

ffosi. There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood in me 
else. 

Falst. There's no more faith in thee then a stu'de Prune ; nor 
no more truth in thee, then in a drawne Fox : and for Wooman- 
hood, Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife of the Ward to 
thee. Go you nothing: go. 

ffoit. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Falsi. What thing ? why a thing to thanke heaven on. 

Host. I am no thing to thanke heaven on, I wold thou shouldst 
know it : I am an honest mans wife : and setting thy Knighthood 
aside, thou art a knave to call me so. 
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Falst, Setting thy woman-hood aside, thou art a beast to say 
otherwise. 

Host, Say, what beast, thou knave thou ? 

Fal. What beast ? Why an Otter. % 

Prhu An Otter, sir John ? Why an Otter I 

Fal, Why ? She's neither fish nor flesh ; a man knowes not 
where to have her. 

Host. Thou art unjust man in saying so ; thou, or anie man 
knowes where to have me, thou knave thou. 

Prince. Thou say'st true Hostesse, and he slanders thee most 
grossely. 

Host, So he doth you, my Lord, and sayde this other day, 
You ought him a thousand pound. 

Prince, Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound \ 

Falsi. A thousand pound Hal? A Million. Thy love is 
worth a Million : thou ow'st me thy love. 

Host, Nay my Lord, he call'd joml Jacke, and said hec would 
cudgell you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph ? 

Bar. Indeed Sir John^ you said so. 

Fal. Yea, if he said my Ring was Copper, 

Prince. I say 'tis Copper. Dar'st thou bee as good as thy 
word now ? 

Fal. Why Hal ? thou know'st, as thou art but a man, I dare, 
but, as thou art a Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the roaring of 
the Lyons Whelpe. 

Prince, And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The King himselfe is to bee feared as the Lyon : Do'st 
thou thinke He feare thee, as I feare thy Father ? nay if I do, let 
my Girdle breake. 

Prin. O, if it should, how would thy guttes fall about thy 
knees. Butsirra: There's no roome for Faith, Truth, nor 
Honesty, in this bosome of thine : it is all fill'd uppe with Guttes 
and Midriffe. Charge an honest Woman with picking thy 
pocket? VJfhy thou borson impudent imbost Rascall, if there 
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linv is tirr J^kSeks bat TjncnK RfidoHML JKe 
of Riv&sbiHH^ aod <Hit pooR peg y' ^ mL of Sn^v- 
to imkr ther \m}g mmkA : if iky pocfaet voe caiidi'd 
BK ocber nnoies bat tiy<% I jhi a \iMihk: Aad wt yon 
viH sjDd to k» 5<o« vii sot Pociet i^ ■nwi^ Ait iIkmi not 
M? 
/"^ Do'ic dM kcnr Ak'.^ Tboa Vaa^m, m die 
UmU: awl vks ikonlij 

ofTillHj? TVn MM, I kie more ieah dien 
aod t hudoii aMire finaikj. Ton odrMe dien you 
picki mj Pocket? 

Pritu It appenct to by tbe Sloiy* 
FtL HotfMc, I ioi]^ tbee : 
Go make ready Bicak&s, bve tby Hadbflnd^ 
Looke to diy S q ijuu , and cbenh diy G«etta : 
Tboa duk find me tiadaUe to aay bcMMSt icaioo : 
Thoaaeeat, I am pacified «iIL 

Nay, I prediee be gooe. Eak HiUsiu 

Now Halt to the oewct at Cooit for die Robbeiy, Lad \ 
How if that answered ? 

Prm. O my fweet Beefc : 
I most fciU be good Aogell to tbee. 
The Monie is paid backe againe. 

Fid, O, I do not like that paying backer \is a double 
Labour. 

Pruu I am good Friends with my Father, and may do any thing. 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the first thing thou do*at» and do 
it with unwash'd hands too. 
Bard. Do my Lord. 

Pruu I have procured thee Jache^ a Charge of Foot. 
Ftd. I would it had beene of Horse. Where shal I finde 
one that can steale well \ O, for a fine theefie, of two and 
twentie, or thereabout : 1 am heynously unproyided. Wei God 
be thanked for these Rebels, they oBRmd none but the Vertuous. 
I laud them» I praise them. 
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Prhu Bardolpb, 

Bar, My Lord. 

Prin. Go beare this Letter to Lord John of Lancaster 
To my Brother John. This to my Lord of Westmerland, 
Go Peto^ to horse : for thou, and I, 
Have thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinner Time, 
Jacke^ meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
At two a clocke in the aftemoone, 
There shalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percie stands on hye, 
And either they, or we must lower lye. 

Fai. Rare words ! brave world* 
Hostesse, my breakfast, come : 
Oh, I could wish this Taveme were my drumme. 

ExtwU omneu 



Adus ^tmrtus. Sccsna Prima, 



Enter Harrie Hotsfurre^ Worcester^ and Dowghu, 

Hot, Well said, my Noble Scot, if speaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought flatterie, 
Such attribution should the Dowgla* have. 
As not a Souldiour of this seasons stampe, 
Should go so generall currant through the world* 
By heaven I cannot flatter : I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Braver place 
In my hearts love, hath no man then your Selfe. 
Nay, taske me to my word : approve me Lord. 

Dow, Thou art the King of Honor : 
No man so potent breathes upon the ground. 
But I will Beard him. 
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Enter a Meiienger. 

Hfa. Do 80, and 'tis well. What Letters hast there ? 
I can but thanke you. 

Mau These Lietters come from your Father. 

HoU Letters from him ? 
Why comes he not himseife ? 

Met. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is greevous sickc. 

Hta. How ? haz he the leysure to be sicke now. 
In such a justiing time \ Who leades his power ? 
Under whose Government come they along ? 

Mus. His Letters beares his minde, not I his minde. 

Wor. I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his Bed ? 

Mess, He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere I set forth : 
And at the time of my departure thence. 
He was much fear'd by his Physician. 

Wor. I would the state of time had first beene whole, 
Ere he by sicknesse had beene visited : 
His health was never better worth then now. 

Hotsp. Sicke now ? droope now ? this sicknes doth infeA 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprise, 
'Tis catching hither^ even to our Campe. 
He writes me here, that inward sicknesse. 
And that his friends by deputation 
Could not so soone be drawne : nor did he thinke it meet, 
To lay so dangerous and deare a trust 
On any Soule removed, but on his owne. 
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement. 
That with our small conjundtion we should on, 
To see how Fortune is disposed to us : 
I*' or, as he writes, there is no quailing now. 
Because the King is certaindy possest 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it ? 
Wt>r. Your Fathers sicknesse is a mayme to us. 
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Hotsp. A periUous Gash, a very Limme lopt off : 
And yet, in faith, it is not his present want 
Seemes more then we shall finde it. 
Were it good, to set the exadb wealth of all our states 
All at one Cast ? To set so rich a mayne 
On the nice hazard of one doubtfull houre. 
It were not good : for therein should we reade 
The very Bottome, and the Soule of Hope, 
The very List, the very utmost Bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Dowg, Faith, and so wee should. 

Where now remaines a sweet reversion. 
We may boldly spend, upon the hope 
Of what is to come in : 
A comfort of retyrement lives in this. 

Hotjp. A Randevous, a Home to flye unto, 
If that the Devill and Mischance looke bigge 
Upon the Maydenhead of our Af&ires. 

H^or. But yet I would your Father had beene here : 
The Qualitie and Heire of our Attempt 
Brookes no division : It will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away. 
That wisedome, loyaltie, and meere dislike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
And thinke, how such an apprehension 
May tume the tyde of fearefull Fadtion, 
And breede a kinde of question in our cause : 
For well you know, wee of the ofFring side, 
Must keepe aloofe from stridb arbitrement. 
And stop all sight-holes, every loope, from whence 
The eye of reason may prie in upon us : 
This absence of your Father drawes a Curtaine, 
That shewes the ignorant a kinde of feare. 
Before not dreamt of. 

JfotJf, You strayne too fame. 

IV. E 
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I rather of his absence make this use : 

It lends a Lustre, and more great Opinioo, 

A larger Dare to your great Eoterprize^ 

Then if the £arle were here : £<»- men must thinke. 

If we without his helpe, can make a Head 

To push against the Eangdome ; with his helpe. 

We shall o're-tume it topsie-turvy downe : 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joynts are whole. 

Dowg, As heart can thinke : 
There is not such a word spoke of in Scotland, 
As this Dreame of Feare. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hotjp, My Cousin Vernon^ welcome by my Soule. 

Vem, Ftslj God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. 
The Earle of Westmerland, seven thousand strong. 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince John. 

Hotjp, No harme : what more ? 

Vem, And further, I have leam'd. 
The King himselfe in person hath set forth. 
Or hither- wards intended speedily. 
With strong and mightie preparation. 

Hotsp, He shall be welcome too. 
Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed Mad-Cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Cumrades, that daft the World aside. 
And bid it passe ? 

Vem, All fumisht, all in Armes, 

All plum'd like Estridges, that with the Winde 
Bayted like Eagles, having lately bath'd. 
Glittering in Golden Coates, like Images, 
As full of spirit as the Moneth of May, 
And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-summer, 
Wanton as youthfull Goates, wilde as young Bulls. 
I saw young Harry with his Bever on. 
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His Gushes on his thighes, gallantly arm'dy 

Rise from the ground like feathered Mercury^ 

And vaulted with such ease into his Seat, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, 

To tume and winde a fierie Pegasus^ 

And witch the World with Noble Horsemanship. 

Hottp, No more, no more, 
Worse then the Sunne in March : 
This prayse doth nourish Agues : let them come. 
They come like Sacrifices in their trimme, 
And to the fire-ey'd Maid of smoakie Warre, 
All hot, and bleeding, will wee offer them : 
The mayled Mars shall on his Altar sit 
Up to the eares in blood. I am on fire. 
To heare this rich reprizall is so nigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horse, 
Who is to beare me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Against the bosome of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry, shall not Horse to Horse 
Meete, and ne're part, till one drop downe a Coarse ? 
Oh, that Glendower were come. 

Ver* There is more newes : 

I learned in Worcester, as I rode along. 
He cannot draw his Power this foureteene dayes. 

Dowg, That's the worst Tidings that I heare of yet. 

War, I by my ^th, that beares a frosty sound. 

Hoitp, What may the Kings whole Battaile reach unto ? 

Ver, To thirty thousand. 

HoK Forty let it be. 

My Father and Glendower being both away. 
The powres of us, may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us take a muster speedily : 
Doomesday is neere ; dye all, dye merrily. 

Dow, Talke not of dying, 1 am out of feare 
Of death, or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare. 

Exeuni Cmne*. 



Seana Secunda. 



Enter Falita^ and Bardolph. 

Faitt, Bardolph, gel thee before to Coventry, fill me a Bottle 
of Sack, our Souldiers shall march through : wce'le to Sutton- 
co[>-hill to Night. 

Bard. Will you give me Money, Captaine ? 

Falii. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. Thig Bottle makes an Angell. 

Faht, And if it doe, take it for thy labour ; and if it make 
twentie, take them all. He answere the Coynagc, Bid my 
Lieutenant Pcio raeete me at the Townea end. 

Bard, I will Captaine ; farewell. Esil. 

Fahl. If I be not aaham'd of my Souldiers, I am a sowe't- 
Cumet ; I have mis-us'd the Kings Prease damnably, I have 
got, in exchange of a hundred and iiftie Souldiers, three hundred 
and odde Pounds. I presse me none but good House-holders, 
Yeomens Sonnes ; enquire me out contrafled Batchclers, such as 
had beene ask'd twice on the Eanes : such a Commodicie of warme 
shves, 99 had as tieve hcnre the Devil], as a Dniniine ; such a» 
feare the report of a Caliver, worse then a stnick-Foole, or a hurt 
wilde-Ducke. I preat me none but such Tostes and Butter, with 
Hearts in their Bellyea no bigger then Pinncs heads, and they 
have bought out llieir services : And now, my whole Charge 
consists of Ancients, Corporals, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of 
Companies, Slaves as ragged as La^aTus in the painted Cloth, 
where the Gluttons Doggca licked his Sores ; and such, as 
indeed were never Souldiers, but dis-carded unjust Servingmen, 
younger Sonnea to younger Brothers, revolted Tapsters and 
Ostlers, Trade-falne, the Cankcra of a calme World, and long 
Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, then an oid-fac'd 
Ancient ; and such have I to fill up the roomea of them that have 
bought out their services: that you would thinke, that I had a 
hundred and iiftie totter'd Prodigalls, lately come from Swine- 
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keeping, from eating DrafFe and Huskes. A mad fellow met me 
on the way, and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and 
prest the dead bodyes. No eye hath seene such skar-Crowes : 
He not march through Coventry with them, that's flat Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if they had 
Gyves on ; for indeede, I had the most of them out of Prison. 
There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my Company : and the 
halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt together, and throwne over the 
shoulders like a Heralds Coat, without sleeves : and the Shirt, to 
say the truth, stolne from my Host of S. Albones, or the Red- 
Nose Inne-keeper of Davintry. But that's ail one, they'le finde 
Lmnen enough on every Hedge. 

Enter the Prince^ and the Lord of We^tmerland. 

Prince, How now blowne Jack P how now Quilt ? 

Falsi. What HalP How now mad Wag, what a Devill do'st 
thou in Warwickshire? My good Lord of Westmerland, I 
cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had already beene at 
Shrewsbury. 

IVetU 'Faith, Sir John^ 'tis more then time that I were there, 
and you too : but my Powers are there alreadie. The Eang, I 
can tell you, lookes for us all : we must away all to Night. 

FaUt, Tut, never feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to steale 
Creame. 

Prince, I thinke to steale Creame indeed, for thy theft hath 
alreadie made thee Butter: but tell me, V^ri, whose fellowes are 
these that come after? 

Falsi. Mine, Hal^ mine. 

Prince* I did never see such pittifull Rascals. 

Falsi, Tut, tut, good enough to tosse : fbode for Powder, foode 
for Powder : they'le fill a Pit, as well as better : tush man, mor- 
tall men, mortall men. 

IVesim. I, but Sir John^ me thinkes they are exceeding poore 
and bare, too beggarly. 

Falsi, Faith, for their povertie, I know not where they had 
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that ; and for their barenette, I am tore thej oe?er leamM that of 



Prince. No, He be nrome, onlesae you call three fingcn oo the 
Ribbes bare. But wrFa, make haste, Percy is abeady in the field. 

Fakt. What, is the King encampM ? 

IVeitm. Hee is. Sir Jobn^ I feare wee shall stay too long. . 

Fakt, Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the beginning of 
a Feast, fiu a dull fighter, and a keene Gnest. Exeunt. 

Sccma Tertia. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester^ Dowghu^ and Vernon. 

Hotsp. Wee'le fight with him to Night. 

IVorc, It may not be. 

Dowg. You give him then advantage. 

Vem. - Not a whit. 

Hottp. Why say you so ? lookes he not for supply ? 

Vem. So doe wee. 

Hotsp. His is certaine, ours is doubtfiiU. 

Wore. Good Cousin be advis'd, stirre not to night. 

Vem. Doe not, my Lord. 

Dowg, You doe not counsaile well : 

You speake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Vem, Doe me no slander, Dowglas : by my Life, 
And I dare well maintabe it with my Life, 
If well-respedled Honor bid me on, 
I hold as little counsaile with weake feare. 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives. 
Let it be seene to morrow in the Battell, 
Which of us feares. 

Dowg. Yea, or to night. 

Vem, Content. 

Hotsp, To night, say I. 

Vem. Come, come, it may not be« 
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I wonder much, being men of such great leading as you are 

That you fore-see not what impedimenta 

Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horse 

Of my Cousin Vemons are not yet come up, 

Your Unckle Worcesters Horse came but to day, 

And now their pride and mettall is asleepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a Horse is halfe the halfe of himselfe. 

Hottp. So are the Horses of the Enemie 
In generall journey bated, and brought low : 
The better part of ours are full of rest. 

Wore. The number of the King exceedeth ours : 
For Gods sake, Cousin, stay till all come in. 

The Trumpet jounds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 

Blunt, I come with gracious offers from the KJng, 
If you vouchsafe me hearing, and respedb. 

Hotsp. Welcome, Sir IValter Blunt, 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love you well : and even those some 
Envie your great deservings, and good name. 
Because you are not of our qualttie. 
But stand against us like an Enemie. 

Blunt, And Heaven defend, but still I should stand so. 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You stand against anoynted Majestie. 
But to my Charge. 
The King hath sent to know 
The nature of your Griefes, and whereupon 
You conjure from the Brest of Civill Peace, 
Such bold Hostilitie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltie. If that the King 
Have any way your good Deserts forgot. 
Which he confesseth to be manifold. 
He bids you name your Griefes, and with all speed 
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You shall have your desires^ with interest ; 
And Pardon absolute for your selfe, and these. 
Herein mis-led, by your suggestion. 

Houp. The King is kinde : 
And well wee know, the King 
Knowes at what time to promise, when to pay. 
My Father, my Unckle, and my selfe, 
Did give him that same Royalite he weares : 
And when he was not sixe and twentie strongs 
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched, and low, 
A poore unminded Out-law, sneaking home, 
My Father gave him welcome to the shore : 
And when he heard him sweare, and vow to God» 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster, 
To sue his Liverie, and begge his Peace, 
With teares of Innocence, and tearmes of Zeale ; 
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mov'd. 
Swore him assistance, and performed it too. 
Now» when the Lords and Barons of the Realroe 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did leane to him. 
The more and lesse came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, stood in Lanes, 
Layd Gifts before him, profFer'd him their Oathes^ 
Gave him their Heires, as Pages followed him. 
Even at the heeles, in golden suiltitudes. 
He presently, as Greatnesse knowes it selfe. 
Steps me a little higher then his Vow 
Made to my Father, while his blood was pooie. 
Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurgh : 
And now (forsooth) takes on him to leforme 
Some certaine Edidls, and some strait Decrees^ 
That lay too heavie on the Conunoo-wealth ; 
Cryes out upon abuses, seemes to weepe 
Over his Countries Wrongs : and by this Face^ 
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This seeming Brow of Justice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that hee did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
Of all the Favorites, that the absent King 
In deputation left behinde him heere. 
When hee was personall in the Irish Wane. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to heare this. 

HoUp. Then to the point. 

In short time after, hee depos'd the Eang. 
Soone after that, deprived him of his Life : 
And in the neck of that, task't the whole State. 
To make that worse, suffer'd his Kinsman Marcb, 
Who is, if every Owner were plac'd, 
Indeede his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without Ransome, to lye forfeited : 
Disgrac'd me in my happie Vi^ories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 
Rated my Unckle from the Councell-Boord, 
In rage dismiss'd my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committed Wrong on Wrong, 
And in conclusion, drove us to seeke out 
This Head of safetie ; and withall, to prie 
Into his Title : the which wee finde 
Too indirect, for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I retume this answer to the King ? 

ffoup. Not so, Sir H^alter. 
Wee*le with-draw a while : 
Goe to the King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some suretie for a safe retume againe. 
And in the Morning early shall my Unckle 
Bring him our purpose : and so farewell. 

Blunt. 1 would you would accept of Grace and Love. 

Notip. And't may be, so wee shalL 

Blunt. Pray Heaven you doe. Exeunt, 
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Scena Quarta. 



Enter lie Arch-BUbap o/" Terle and Sir Mkhell. 

Arch, Hie, good Sir Mitbell, beare this sealed Briefe 
With winged haste to the Lord Marshall, 
Thia to my Cousin Scroope, and aU the rest 
To whom they are direfled. 
If you knew how much they doe import. 
You would make haste. 

Sir Mich. My good Lord, I guesse their teno 

jlrch. Like enough you doe. 
To morrow, good Sir Michell, is a day, 
Wherein the fortune often thousand men 
Must bide the touch. For Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
Ai I am truly given to understand. 
The King, with raightie and quick-raysed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harrys and T feare, Sir Mlchcll, 
What with the sicknesae of Northumbrrland, 
Whose Power waa in the first proportion ; 
And what with Oivcn Glenda-ujtri absence thence. 
Who with them was rated firmely too. 
And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
I feare the Power of Percy is too weake, 
To wage an instant tryall with the King. 

Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There is Doivglai, and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Marlimrr is not there. 

Sir Mic. But tliere is Mordaic, Vei 
And there is my Lord of Worcester, 
And a Head of gallant Warriors, 
Noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And so there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The special) head of all the Land together ; 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 



, Lord Harry Percy, 
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The Noble Weitmerland, and warlike Blant j 
And many moe CorrivaJs, and deare men 
Of eEtimacion, and conimand in Armes. 

Sir M, Doubt not my Lord, he shall be well oppos'd. 

Arch. I hope no leaae? Yet needfull 'tis to feare. 
And to prevent the worst. Sir M'lckell speed ; 
For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the King 
Diunisse his power, he meanes to visit us : 
For he hath heard of our Confederacie, 
And, 'da but Wieedome to make strong against him : 
Therefore make hast, I roust go write againe 
To other Friends : and eo farewell, Sir Mlchell. Extuni. 

jiSlus ^inius. Scena Prima. 

£nlcr the King, Prince of Walei, Lord John of Lmcailer, Ear!e 
of IVcilmerland, Sir IVallcr Blunl, and Fahlaje. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere 
Above yon busky hill : the day lookcs pale 
Ai his disiemperature. 

Pna. The Southeme windc 

Doth play the Trumpet to his purposes. 
And by his hollow whistling in the Leaves, 
Foriels a Tempest, and a blust'ring day. 

Kmg. Then with the losers let it sympathize, 
For nothing can seeme foulc to those tliat win. 

The Trumpet loundt. 
EnUr tVortetlrr. 

King, How now my Lord of Worsttr ? 'Tis not well 
That you and I should meet upon such tearmes, 
As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our trust, 
And made us doffe our easie Robes of Peace, 
To crush our old limbes in ungentle Steele : 
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This 18 not welly my Lord, this is not welL 
What say you to it ? Will you againe unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred Warre ? 
And move in that obedient Orbe againe. 
Where you did give a faire and naturaU Ught, 
And be no more an exhall'd Meteor, 
A prodigie of Feare, and a Portent 
Of broached Mischeefe, to the unbome Times I 

JVor. Heare me, my Liege : 
For mine owne part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the Lagge-end of my life 
With quiet houres : For I do protest, 
I have not fought the day of this dislike. 

King, You have not fought it : how comes it then ? 

FaL Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

Prhu Peace, Chewet, peace. 

JVor. It pleas'd your Majesty, to tume your lookes 
Of Favour, from my Selfe, and all our House ; 
And yet I must remember you my Lord, 
We were the first, and dearest of your Friends : 
For you, my stafPe of OfHce did I breake 
In Richards time, and poasted day and night 
To meete you on the way, and kisse your hand^ 
When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate, as I ; 
It was my Selfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 
That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare 
The danger of the time. You swore to us. 
And you did sweare that Oath at Doncaster, 
That you did nothing of purpose 'gainst the State, 
Nor claime no further, then your new-falne right. 
The seate of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancaster, 
To this, we sware our aide : But in short space. 
It rain'd downe Fortune showring on your head. 
And such a fioud of Greatnesse fell on you, 
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What with our helpe, what with the absent King, 

What with the injuries of wanton time. 

The seeming sufferances that you had borne. 

And the contrarious Windes that held the King 

So long in the unlucky Irish Warres, 

That all in England did repute him dead : 

And from this swarme of faire advantages, 

You tooke occasion to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the generall sway into your hand, 

Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaster, 

And being fed by us, you us'd us so, 

As that ungentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 

Useth the Sparrow, did oppresse our Nest, 

Grew by our Feeding, to so great a bulke. 

That even our Love durst not come neere your sight 

For feare of swallowing : But with nimble wing 

We were inforc'd for safety sake, to flye 

Out of your sight, and raise this present Head, 

Whereby we stand opposed by such meanes 

As you your selfe, have forg'd against your selfe. 

By unkinde usage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth 

Sworne to us in yonger enterprizc. 

Kin. These things indeede you have articulated, 
Proclaim'd at Market Crosses, read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With some fine colour, that may please the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Discontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the newes 
Of hurly burly Innovation : 
And never yet did Insurre^on want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cause: 
Nor moody Beggars, starving for a time 
Of pell-mell havocke, and confusion. 

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a soule 
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Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 

If once they joyne in triall. Tell your Nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth joyne with all the world 

In praise of Henry Perde : By my Hopes, 

This present enterprize set oflF his head, 

I do not thinke a brayer Gendeman, 

More adHve, valiant, or more valiant yong, 

More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 

To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds. 

For my part, I may speake it to my shame, 

I have a Truant beene to Chivalry, 

And so I heare, he doth account me too : 

Yet this before my Fathers Majesty, 

I am content that he shall take the oddes 

Of his great name and estimation. 

And will, to save the blood on either side. 

Try fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 

King. And Prince of Wales, so dare we venter thee. 

Albeit, considerations infinite 

Do make against it : No good Worster, no. 

We love our people well ; even those we love 

That are misled upon your Cousins part : 

And will they take the offer of our Grace : 

Both he, and they, and you : 3rea, every man 

Shall be my Friend againe, and lie be his. 

So tell your Cousin, and bring me word. 

What he will do. But if he will not yeeld. 

Rebuke and dread corredtion waite on us, 

And they shall do their Office. So bee gone. 

We will not now be troubled with reply. 

We oflfer faire, take it advisedly. Exit Worcester. 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my life. 
The Dowgloi and the Hotspurre both together. 
Are confident against the world in Armes. 

King, Hence therefore, every Leader to his charge. 



sc. II. First Part of King Henry the Fourth. 79 

For OD their answer will we set on them ; 

And God befriend us, as oar cause u just. Exnmt., 

Manet Prince and FaUtijffe. 

Fal, Holy if thou see me downe in the battel]. 
And bestride me, so ; 'tis a point of friendship. 

Prin, Nothing but a Colossus can do thee that friendship. 
Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal. I would it were bed time Hal^ and all well. 

Prin. Why, thou ow'st heaven a death. 

Falst. Tis not due yet : I would bee loath to pay him before 
his day. What neede I bee so forward with him, that call's not 
on me ? Well, 'tis no matter. Honor prickes me on. But how 
if Honour pricke me off" when I come on ? How then ? Can 
Honour set too a legge ? No : or an arme ? No : Or take away 
the greefe of a wound ? No. Honour hath no skill in Sui^erie, 
then ? No. What is honour ? A word. What is that word 
Honour ? Ayre : A triiii reckoning. Who hath it ? He that 
dy'de a Wednesday. Doth he feele it ? No. Doth hee heare 
it \ No. Is it insensible then \ yea, to the dead. But wil it not 
live with the living ? No. Why ? Detraction wil not suffer 
it, therfore He none of it. Honour is a meere Scutcheon, and 
so ends my Catechisme. Exit, 

Scena Secunda. 



Enter Worcester ^ and Sir Richard Venum. 

IVor. O no, my Nephew must not know, Sir Richard^ 
The liberall kinde offer of the King. 

Ver. 'Twere best he did. 

Wor. Then we are all undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be. 
The King would keepe his word in loving us, 
He will suspe^ us still, and finde a time 
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To punish this ofFeDce in others feults : 

Supposition, all our liVes, shall be stucke full of eyes ; 

For Treason is but trusted like the Foxe, 

Who ne're so tame, so cherisht, and lock'd up, 

Will have a wilde tricke of his Ancestors. 

Looke how he can, or sad or merrilyy 

Interpretation will misquote our lookes. 

And we shall feede like Oxen at a stall, 

The better cherisht, still the nearer death. 

My Nephewes trespasse may be well forgot. 

It hath the excuse of youth, and heate of blood, 

And an adopted name of Priviledge. 

A haire-brainM Hotspurre^ govem'd by a Spleene. 

All his offences live upon my head, 

And on his Fathers. We did traine him on. 

And his corruption being tane from us. 

We as the Spring of all, shall pay for all : 

Therefore good Cousin, let not Harry know 

In any case, the ofier of the King. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, He say 'tis so. 
Heere comes your Cosin. 

Enter Hotspurre. 

Hot, My Unkle is return *d, . 
Deliver up my Lord of Westmerland. 
Unkle, what newes ? 

Wor, The King will bid you battell presently. 

Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Westmerland. 

Hot, Lord Dowglat ; Go you and tell him so. 

Dow. Marry and shall, and verie willingly. 

Exit Dowglas, 

Wor. There is no seeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you begge any ? God forbid. 

Wor, I told him gently of our greevances. 
Of 'his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus. 
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By now forswearing that he is forsworne, 
He cals us Rebels, Traitors, and will scourge 
With haughty armes, this hatefull name in us. 

Enter Dowglat. 

Dow, Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henries teeth : 
And Westmerland that was ingag'd did beare it, 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 

Wor, The Prince of Wales stept forth before the king, 
And Nephew, challeng'd you to single fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay upon our heads. 
And that no man might draw short breath to day. 
But I and Harry Monmouth, Tell me, tell mee. 
How shewM his Talking ? Seem'd it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my Soule : I never in my life 
Did heare a Challenge urg'd more modestly, 
Uniesse a Brother should a Brother dare 
To gentle exercise, and proofe of Armes. 
He gave you all the Duties of a Man, 
Trimm'd up your praises with a Princely tongue. 
Spoke your deservings like a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better then his praise. 
By still dispraising piaise, yalew'd with you : 
And which became him like a Prince indeed. 
He made a blushing citall of hiraselfe. 
And chid his Trewant youth with such a Grace, 
As if he mastred there a double spirit 
Of teaching, and of learning instantly : 
There did he pause. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-live the envie of this day, 
England did never owe so sweet a hope. 
So much misconstrued in his Wantoonesse. . 

Hot. Cousin, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his Follies : never did I heare 

IT. 9 
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Of any Prince so wilde at Liberty 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme. 

That he shall shrinke under my curtesie. 

Arme, arme with speed. And Fellow's, Soldiers, Friends, 

Better consider what you have to do. 

That I that have not well the gift of Tongue, 

Can lift your blood up with perswasion. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes, My Lord, heere are Letters for you. 

Hot, I cannot reade them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is short ; 
To spend that shortnesse basely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dials point, 
Still ending at the arrivall of an houre. 
And if we live, we live to treade on Kings : 
If dye ; brave death, when Princes dye with us. 
Now for our Consciences, the Armes is faire, 
When the intent for bearing them is just 

Enter another Messenger, 

Mes, My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace. 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 
For I professe not talking : Onely this, 
Let each man do his best. And heere I draw a Sword, 
Whose worthy temper I intend to staine 
With the best blood that I can meete withall. 
In the adventure of this perillous day. 
Now Esperance Percy ^ and set on : 
Sound all the lofty Instruments of Warre, 
And by that Musicke^ let us all imbrace : 
For heaven to earth, some of us never shall, 
A second time do such a curtesie. 
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They embrace y the Trumpets sounds the King entereib with his poiver^ 
alarum unto the battel/^ Then enter Dowglas^ and Sir Walter 
Blunt. 

Blu. What is thy name, that in battel thus thou Grossest me ? 
What honor dost thou seeke upon my head ? 

Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas^ 
And I do haunt thee in the battel! thus, 
Because some tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford deere to day hath bought 
Thy likenesse : for insted of thee Kmg Harry ^ 
This Sword hath ended him, so shall it thee, 
Unlesse thou yeeld thee as a prisoner. 

Blu. I was not borne to yeeld, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou shalt fi nde a King that will revenge 
Lord Stafibrds death. 

Flght^ Blunt Is slaincy then enters Hotspur. 

Hot. O Dowglas^ hadst thou fought at Holmedon thus 
I never had triumphed o're a Scot. 

Dow. All's done, all's won, here breathles lies the king. 

Hot. Where? 

Dow, Heere. 

Hot. This Dowglas ? No, I know this face full well : 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt^ 
Semblably fumish'd like the King himseife. 

Dow. Ah foole : go with thy soule whither it goes, 
A borrowed Title hast thou bought too deere. 
Why didst thou tell me, that thou wePt a King ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 

Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 
He murder all his Wardrobe peece by peece, 
Untill I meet the King. 

Hot. Up, and away. 

Our Souldiers stand full fairely for the day. Exeunt. 
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jilarum^ and enter Fahtaffe solus, 

FaL Though I could scape «hot-free at London, I fear the 
shot heere : here's no scoring, but upon the pate. Soft who are 
you ? Sir Walter Blunt^ there's Honour for you : here's no 
vanity, I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy too ; heaven 
keepe Lead out of mee, I neede no more weight then mine owne 
Bowelles. I have led my rag of Muffins where they are peppered : 
there's not three of my 1 50. left alive, and they for the Townes 
end, to beg during life. But who comes heere I 

Enter the Prince. 

Pri, What, stand'st thou idle here ? Lend me thy sword. 
Many a Nobleman likes starke and stiffe 
Under the hooves of vaunting enemies. 
Whose deaths arc unreveng'd. Prethy lend me thy sword. 

Fal, O Hal^ I prethee give me leave to breath a while : Turke 
Gregory never did such deeds in Armes, as I have done this day. 
I have paid Peny^ I have made him sure. 

Prin, He is indeed, and living to kill thee r 
I prethee lend me thy sword. 

Falst, Nay ffa/^ if Percy bee alive, thou getst not my Sword ; 
but take my Pistoll if thou wilt. 

Prin. Give it me : What, is it in the Case ? 

Fal, I Ha/^ 'tis hot : There's that will Sacke a City. 

The Prince drawes out a Bottle of Sacke. 

Prin. What, is it a time to jest and dally now. Exit. 

Thro'toes it at him. 

Fal. If Percy be aJive, lie pierce him : if he do come in my 
way, so : If he do not, if I come in his (willingly) let him make 
a Carbonado of me. I like not such grinning honour as Sir 
Walter hath : Give mee life, which if I can save, so : if not, 
honour comes unlook'd for, and ther's an en d* Exit, 
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Scena Tertia. 

Alarum^ excursions^ enter the King^ the Prince^ Lord John (f 
Lancaster^ and EarU of fVestmerland, 

King. I prethee Harry withdraw thy selfe, thou bleedest too 
much : Lord John of Lancaster^ go you with him. 

P. Joh. Not I, my Lord, unlesse I did bleed too. 

Pnn. I beseech your Majesty make up, 
Least your retirement do amaze your friends. 

Kmg. I will do so : 
My Lord of Westmerland leade him to his Tent. 

West. Come my Lord, He leade you to your Tent. 

Prin. Lead me my Lord ? I do not need your helpe ; 
And heaven forbid a shallow scratch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this. 
Where stain'd Nobility lyes troden on, 
And Rebels Armes triumph in massacres. 

Joh. We breath too long : Come cosin Westmerland, 
Our duty this way lies, for heavens sake come. 

Prin. By heaven thou hast deceived me Lancaster, 
I did not thinke thee Lord of such a spirit : 
Before, I lov'd thee as a Brother, John ; 
But now, I do respedl thee as my Soule. 

Kmg. I saw him hold Lord Percy at the point. 
With lustier maintenance then I did looke for 
Of such an ungrowne Warriour. 

Prin. O this Boy, lends mettall to us alL ExU. 

Enter Dowglat. 

Dow. Another King ? They grow like Hydra*s head : 
I am the Dowglas^ fatal! to all those 
That weare those colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfett'st the person of a King ? 

King. The King himaelfe : who Dowghu grieves at hart 
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So many of his shadowes thou hast met, 
And Dot the very King. I have two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and thy selfe about the Field : 
But seeing thou fall'st on me so luckily, 
I will assay thee : so defend thy selfe. 

Dow. I feare thou art another counterfeit : 
And yet infaith thou bear'st thee like a King : 
But mine I am sure thou art, whoere thou be. 
And thus I win thee. TbeyJIght^ the K. being in danger. 

Enter Prince. 

Prin. Hold up thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe : the Spirits 
Of valiant Sheriy^ Stqffardf Blunt^ are in my Armes ; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee. 
Who never promiseth, but he meanes to pay. 

Theyjight^ Dowglatjiyetb. 
Cheerely My Lord : how fare's your Grace ? 
Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent, 
And so hath Clifton : He to CRfton straight. 

King. Stay, and breath awhile. 
Thou hast redeemed thy lost opinion. 
And shew'd thou mak'st some tender of my life 
In this faire rescue thou hast brought to mee. 

Prin. O heaven, they did me too much injury. 
That ever said I hearkned to your death. 
If it were so, I might have let alone 
The insulting hand of Dowglas over you. 
Which would have bene as speedy in your end. 
As all the poysonous Potions in the wcnrld. 
And sav'd ^e Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K. Make up to Crtftou^ He to Sir Nicholai Gawsey. Exit, 

Enter Jfolifur. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Mmamomth, 
Prin. Thou ^ak'st as if I would deoy my name. 
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Hot, My name is Harrie Percie, 

Prin, Why then I see a very valiant rebel of that name. 
I am the Prince of Wales, and thinke not iVrry, 
To share with me in glory any more : 
Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brooke a double reigne, 
Of Harry Percys and the Prince of Wales. 

Hoi, Nor shall it Harry^ for the houre is come 
To end the one of us ; and would to heaven, 
Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prin, He make it greater, ere I part firom thee. 
And all the budding Honours on thy Crest, 
He crop, to make a Gariand for my head. 

Hot, I can no longer brooke thy Vanities. Fight, 

Enter Falsiqffe, 

Fal, Well said Hal^ to it HaL Nay you shall fiode no Boyes 
play heere, I can tell you. 

Enter Dowglcu^ bejigbtt with Falstqffif wbofals down as If be 
were dead. The Prince kilUtb Percie, 

Hot, Oh Harry ^ thou hast rob'd me of my youth : 
1 better brooke the losse of brittle life. 
Then those proud Titles thou hast wonne of me, 
They wound my thoghts worse, then the tword my flesh : 
But thought't the slave of Life, and Life, Times fbole ; 
And Time, that takes survey of all the world. 
Must have a stop. O, I could Propheste, 
But that the Earth, and the cold hand of death. 
Lyes on my Tongue : No Perey^ shou art dust 
And food for 

Prin, For Wormes, brave Percy, Farewell great heart : 
lU-wean'd Ambition, how much art thou shnmke ? 
When that this bodie did containe a ^irit, 
A Kiogdome for it was too small a bound : 
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But now two paces of the vilest Earth 

Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead, 

Beares not alive so stout a Gentleman, 

If thou wer't sensible of curtesie, 

I should not make so great a shew of Zeale. 

But let my fevours hide thy mangled face, 

And even in thy behalfe, He thanke my selfe 

For doing these feyre Rites of Tendemesse. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven, 

Thy ignomy sleepe with thee in the grave, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

What ? Old Acquaintance ? Could not all this flesh 

Keepe in a little life ? Poore Jacke farewell : 

I could have better spar'd a better man. 

O, I should have a heavy misse of thee, 

If I were much in love with Vanity. 

Death hath not strucke so fat a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 

Imboweird will I see thee by and by. 

Till then, in blood, by Noble Percie lye. Exit, 

Falstaffe risetb up. 

Foist. Imboweird ? If thou imbowell mee to day. He give you 
leave to powder me, and eat me too to morrow. 'Twas time to 
counterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scot, had paid me scot and 
lot too. Counterfeit ? I am no counterfeit ; to dye, is to be a 
counterfeit, for hee is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not 
the life of a man : But to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby 
Hveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfeft image of 
life indeede. The better pan> of Valour, is Discretion ; in the 
which better part, I have saved my life. I am afB^aide of this 
Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee should 
counterfeit too, and rise ? I am afraide he would prove the bet- 
ter counterfeit : therefore He make him sure : yea, and He sweare 
I kill'd him. Why may not hee rise as well as I : Nothing con- 
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futes me but eyes, and no-bodie sees me. Therefore sirra, with a 
new wound in your thigh come you along me. 

Takes Hottpurre on hU backe. 

Enter Prince and John of Lancaster. 

Prin, Come Brother Jobn^ full bravely hast thou fiesht thy 
Maiden sword. 

John, But soft, who have we heere ? 
Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead? 

Prin. I did, I saw him dead, 
Breathlesse, and bleeding on the ground : Art thou alive ? 
Or is it fantasie that playes upon our eye-sight ? 
I prethee speake, we will not trust our eyes 
Without our eares. Thou art not what thou seem'st. 

Fal, No, that's certaine : I am not a double man : but if I be not 
Jacke Falstaffe^ then am I a Jacke: There is Percy^ if your 
Father will do me any Honor, so : if not, let him kill the next 
Percle himselfe. I looke to be either Earle or Duke, I can assure 
you. 

Pr'm. Why, Percy I kill'd my selfe, and saw thee dead. 

FaL Did'st thou ? Lord, Lord, how the world is given to 
Lying ? I graunt you I was downe, and out of Breath, and so 
was he, but we rose both at an instant, and fought a long houre 
by Shrewsburie clocke. If I may bee beleeved, so : if not, 
let them that should reward Valour, beare the sinne upon their 
owne heads. lie take*t on my death I gave him this wound in 
the Thigh : if the man were alive, and would deny it, I would 
make him eate a peece of my sword. 

John, This is the strangest Tale that e're I heard, 

Prin, This is the strangest Fellow, Brother John. 
Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe : 
For my part, \£ a lye may do thee grace. 
He gird it with the happiest tearmes I have. 

A Retreat ii tomnded. 
The Trumpets sound Retreat, the day is ours : 
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Come Brother, let's to the highest of the field. 
To see what Friends are living, who are dead. Exeunt, 

Fal, He follow as they say, for Reward. Hee that rewards 
me, heaven reward him. If I do grow great again. He grow 
lesse ? For He purge, and leave Sacke, and live cleanly, as a 
Nobleman should do. Exit. 



Scana Quart a. 



The Trumpets sound. 
Enter the King^ Prince of IVales^ Lord John of Lancaster ^ 
EarU of IVestmerland^ with Worcester is' 
Vernon Prisoners. 

King. Thus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 
Ill-spirited Worcester, did we not send Grace, 
Pardon, and tearmes of Love to all of you ? 
And would'st thou tume our offers contrary ? 
Misuse the tenor of thy Kinsmans trust ? 
Three Knights upon our party slaine to day, 
A Noble Earle, and many a creature else, 
Had been alive this houre, 
If like a Christian thou had'st truly borne 
Betwixt our Armis, true Intelligence. 

Wor. What I have done, my safety urg'd me to. 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoyded, it fals on mee. 

King. Beare Worcester to death, and Vernon too : 
Other Offenders we will pause upon. Es^ Worcester and Vernon. 
How goes the Field \ 

Prm. The Noble Scot Lord Dtwglas^ when hee saw 
The fortune of the day quite turo'd from him. 
The Noble Percy slaine, and all his men. 
Upon the foot cf fintre, fled with.the rest ; 
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And falling from a hill, he was so bruiz'd 
That the pursuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Do*tvglcu is, and I beseech your Grace. 
I may dispose of him. 

King, With all my heart. 

Pr'm, Then Brother John of Lancaster, 
To you this honourable bounty shall belong : 
Go to the Dowglasy and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomlesse and free : 
His Valour shewne upon our Crests to day, 
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Even in the bosome of our Adversaries. 

King. Then this remaines : that we divide our Power. 
You Sonne John, and my Cousm Wettmeriand 
Towards Yorke shall bend you, with your deerest speed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroofe^ 
Who (as we heare) are busUy in Armes. 
My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry Mrill towards Wales, 
To fight with Gimdower^ and the Earie of March. 
Rebellion in this Land shall lose his way. 
Meeting the Checke of such another day : 
And since this Businesse so faire is done. 
Let us not leave till all our owne be wonne. Exeunt, 



FINIS 



The Second Part of Henry the Fourth, 

Containing his Death: and the Coronation 
of King Henry the Fift. 

Adus Primus. Scosna Prima, 
Induction. 




Enter Rumour, 

[Pen your Eares : For which of you wiJl stop 

The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor speakes ? 
I, from the Orient, to the drooping West 
(Making the winde my Post-horse) still unfold 

The Adts conmienced on this Ball of Earth. 

Upon my Tongue, continual! Slanders ride. 

The which, in every Language, I pronounce. 

Stuffing the Eares of them with false Reports. 

I speake of Peace, while covert Enmide 

(Under the smile of Safety) wounds the World : 

And who but Rumour^ who but onely I 

Make fearfull Musters, and prepared Defence, 

WhiPst the bigge yeare, swolne with some other griefes. 

Is thought with childe, by the steme Tyrant, Warre, 

And no such matter ? Rumour^ is a Pipe 

Blowne by Surmises, Jelousies, Conjectures ; 

And of so easie, and so plaioe a stop, 
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That the blunt Monster, with uncounted heads, 

The still discordant, wayering Multitude, 

Can play upon it. But what neede I thus 

My well-knowne Body to Anathomize 

Among my houshold ? Why is Rumour heere ! 

I run before King Harriet victory. 

Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie 

Hath beaten downe yong Ihtsfurre^ and his Troopes, 

Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, 

Even with the Rebels blood. But what meane I 

To speake so true at first \ My Office is 

To noyse abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the Wrath of Noble Hotsfurres Sword : 

And that the King, before the Dowglas Rage 

Stoop'd his Annointed head, as low as death. 

This have I rumour'd through the peasant- Townes, 

Betweene the Royall Field of Shrewsburie, 

And this Worme-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, 

Where Hoitpurres Father, old Northumberiand, 

Lyes crafty sicke. The Postes come tyring on. 

And not a man of them brings other newes 

Then they have leam'd of Me. From Rumours Tongues, 

They bring smooth-Comforts-false, worse then True-wrongs. 

Exit. 

Scena Secunda. 



Enter Lord Bardolfe^ and the Porter, 

L. Bar. Who keepes the Gate heere hoa ? 
Where is the Earle ? 

Por, What shall I say you are ? 

Bar. Tell thou the Earie 

That, the Lord Barddfe doth attend him heere. 

Por. His Lordship is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
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Please it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate, 
And he himselfe will answer. 

Enter Northumberland* 

Z. Bar. Heere conies the Earle. 

Nor. What newes Lord Bardolfe ? Ev'ry minute now 
Should be the Father of some Stratagem ; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horse 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loose. 
And beares downe all before him. 

L. Bar. Noble Earle, 

I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. 

Nor, Good, and heaven will. 

L. Bar. As good as heart can wish : 

The King is almost wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince Harrie slaine out-right : and both the Bltmis 
Kill'd by the hand of Dowghu. Yong Prince John^ 
And Westmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field, 
And Harrte Monmouth* s Brawne (the Hulke Sir John) 
Is prisoner to your Sonne. O, such a Day. 
(So fought, so follow'd, and so fairely wonne) 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since Cedars Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this deriv'd ? 

Saw you the Field ? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L. Bar. I spake with one (my L. ) that came from thence, 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good name. 
That freely tendered me these newes for true. 

Nor. Heere comes my Servant Trovers^ whom I sent 
On Tuesday last, to listen after Newes. 

Enter Trovers, 

L. Bar. My Lord, I over-rod him on the way. 
And he is furnish'd with 00 certainties, 
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More then he (haply) may retaile from me. 

Nor, Now Travers^ what good tidings comes from you ? 

Tra» My Lord, Sir John UmfrevlU turn'd me backe 
With joyfUl tydings ; and (being better hors'd) 
Out-rod me. After him, came spurring head 
A Gentleman (almost fore-spent with speed) 
That stopp'd by me, to breath his bloodied horse. 
He ask*d the way to Chester : And of him 
I did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury : 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill lucke, 
And that yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horse the head, 
And bending forwards strooke his able heeles 
Against the panting sides of his poore Jade 
Up to the Rowell head, and starting so. 
He seem'd in running, to devoure the way. 
Staying no longer question. 

North, Ha ? Againe : 

Said he yong Harry Percyes Spurre was cold ? 
(Of Hot'Spurre^ cold-Spurre ?) that Rebellion, 
Had met ill lucke ? 

L. Bar, My Lord : He tell you what, 

If my yong Lord your Sonne, have not the day, 
Upon mine Honor, for a silken point 
He give my Barony. Never talke of it. 

Nor, Why should the Gentleman that rode by Travers 
Give then such instances of Losse ? 

L. Bar. Who, he ? 

He was some hielding Fellow, that had stolne 
The Horse he rode-on : and upon my life 
Speake at adventure. Looke, here comes more Newes. 

Enter Morton, 

Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
Fore-tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume : 
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So lookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 

Hath left a witnest Usurpation. 

Say Morton^ did'st thou come from Shrewsbury I 

Mor, I ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefull death put on his ugliest Maske 
To fright our party. 

North, How doth my Sonne, and Brother ? 

Thou trembl'st ; and the whitenesse in thy Cheeke 
Is apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand* 
Even such a man, so faint, so spiritlesse, 
So dull, so dead in looke, so woe-be-gone, 
Drew Prianu Curtaine, in the dead of night. 
And would have told him, Halfe his Troy was bumM. 
But Priam found the Fire, ere he his Tongue ; 
And I, my Percies death, ere thou rcport'st it 
This, thou would' St say : Your Sonne did thus, and thus : 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the Noble Dowglas^ 
Stopping my greedy eare, with their bold deeds. 
But in the end (to stop mine Eare indeed) 
Thou hast a Sigh, to blow away this Praise, 
Ending with Brother, Sonne, and all are dead. 

Mor, Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet : 
But for my Lord, your Sonne. 

North. Why, he is dead* 

See what a ready tongue Suspidon hath : 
He that but feares the thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Instindl, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he feard, is chanc'd. Yet speake {^Morton) 
Tell thou thy Earie, his Divination Lies, 
And I will take it, as a sweet Disgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me such wrong. 

Mor, You are too great, to be (by me) gainsaid : 
Your Spirit is too tme, your Feares too certaine.. 

North, Yet for all this, say not that Percies dead* 
I see a strange Confession in thine Eye : 

IV. o 
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Thou shak'st thy bead, and hold'st it Feare, or Sinne, 
To speake a truth. If he be slaine, say so : 
The Tongue oflends not, that reports his death : 
And he doth sinoe that doth belye the dead : 
Not he, which sayes the dead is not aKve : 
Yet the first bringer of unwelcome Newes 
Hath but a loosing Office : and his Tongue, 
Sounds ever after as a sullen Bell 
Remembred, knoUing a departing Fnend. 

L, Bar. I cannot thinke (roy Lord) your son is dead. 

Mor. I am sorry, I should force you to beleeve 
That, which I would to heaven, I had not seene. 
But these mine eyes, saw him in bloody state. 
Rendering ^nt quittance (wearied, and out-breatii'd) 
To Henrie Monmouth^ whose swift wrath beate downe 
The neyer-daunted Perck to the earth. 
From whence (with life) he cever more sprung up. 
In few ; his death (whose ^irit lent a fire. 
Even to the dullest Peazant in his Campe) 
Being bruited once, tooke fire and heate away 
From the best tempered Courage in his Troopes. 
For from his Mettle, was bis party steel'd ; 
Which once, in him abated, all the rest 
Tum'd on themselves, like duU and heavy Lead : 
And as the Thing, that's heavy in it selfe. 
Upon enforcement, fiyes with greatest qieede^ 
So did our Men, heavy in Hotsfurrrs Iosk, 
Lend to this weight, such lightnesae with their Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not swifter toward their ayme. 
Then did our Soldiers (ayming at their safety) 
Fly from the field. Then was that NoUe Woscester 
Too soooe ta*ne prisoner : and that Furious Scot, 
(The bloody DowgUu) whose well*laboiiriDg swoid 
Had three times slaine th'2^>pearance of the King» 
Gan vaile his stomacke, and did grace the shame 
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Of those that turn'd their backes : and in his flight. 
Stumbling in Feare^ was tooke. The summe of all, 
Is, that the King hath wonne : and hath sent out 
A speedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 
Under the condudl of yong Lancaster 
And Westmerland. This is the Newes at full. 

North. For this, I shall have time enough to moume. 
In Poyson, there is Physicke : and this newes 
(Having beene well) that would have made me sicke, 
Being sicke, have in some measure, made me well. 
And as the Wretch, whose Feaver-weakned joynts, 
Like strengthlesse Hindges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire 
Out of his keepers armes : Even so, my Limbes 
(Weakened with greefe) being now inrag'd with greefe. 
Are thrice themselves. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A scalie Gauntlet now, with joynts of Steele 
Must glove this hand. And hence thou sickly Quoife, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head. 
Which Princes, flesh'd with Conquest, ay me to hit. 
Now binde my Browes with Iron, and approach 
The ragged'st houre, that Time and Spight dare bring 
To frowne upon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 
Let Heaven kisse Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd : Let Order dye. 
And let the world no longer be a stage 
To feede Contention in a lingering Adt : 
But let one spirit of the First-borne Cahu 
Reigne in all bosomes, that each heart being set 
On bloody Courses, the rude Scene may end. 
And darknesse be the burier of the dead. 

L, Ban Sweet Earle, divorce not wisedom from your Honor. 

Mon The lives of all your loving Complices 
Leane-on your health, the which if you gtve-o're 
To stormy Pasnon, must perforce decay. 
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You cast th'evcnt of Warre (my Noble Lord) 
And summed the accompt of Chance, before you said 
Let us make head : It was your presurmize, 
That in the dole of blowes, your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o're perils, on an edge 
More likely to fall in, then to get o're : 
You were advis'd his flesh was capeable 
Of Wounds, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where most trade of danger rang'd, 
Yet did you say go forth : and none of this 
(Though strongly apprehended) could restraine 
The stifFe-bome Adtion : What hath then befalne ? 
Or what hath this bold enterprize bring forth, 
More then that Being, which was like to be ? 

L. Bar, We all that are engaged to this losse, 
Knew that we ventured on such dangerous Seas, 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one : 
And yet we ventured for the gaine propos'd, 
Choak'd the respedl of likely perill fear*d, 
And since we are o're-set, venture againe. 
Come, we will all put forth ; Body, and Goods. 

Mor, 'Tis more then time : And (my most Noble Lord) 
I heare for certaine, and do speake the truth : 
The gentle Arch-bishop of Yorke is up 
With well appointed Powres : he is a man 
Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord (your Sonne) had onely but the Corpes, 
But shadowes, and the shewes of men to fight. 
For that same word (Rebellion) did divide 
The aftion of their bodies, from their soules, 
And they did fight with queasinesae, constrain'd 
As men drinke potions ; that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our side : but for their Spirits and Soules, 
This word (Rebellion) it had froze them up. 
As Fish are in a Pond. But now the Bishop 
Tumes Insurre6lion to Religion^ 
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Suppos'd sincere, and holy in his Thoughts : 
He's folJow'd both with Body, and with Minde : 
And doth enlarge his Rising, with the blood 
Of faire King Richard^ scrap'd from Pomfret stones, 
Derives from heaven, his Quarrel), and his Cause : 
Tels them, he doth bestride a bleeding Land, 
Gasping for life, under great BuiKnghrooie, 
And more, and lesse, do flocke to follow him. 

North, I knew of this before. But to speake truth. 
This present greefe had wipM it from my minde. 
Go in with me, and councell every man 
The aptest way for safety, and revenge : 
Get Posts, and Letters, and make Friends with speed. 
Never so few, nor never yet more need. Exeunt, 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Fahtqffe and Page, 
Fal, Sirra, you giant, what saies the Dod. to my water ? 
Pag, He said sir, the water it selfe was a good healthy water: 
but for the party that ow'd it, he might have more diseases then 
he knew for. 

Fal, Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at mee : the braine 
of this foolish compounded Clay-man, is not able to invent any 
thing that tends to laughter, more then I invent, or is invented on 
me. I am not onely witty in my selfe, but the cause that wit is 
in other men. I doe heere walke before thee, like a Sow, that 
hath o'rewhelm'd all her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee 
into my Service for any other reason, then to set mee off*, why 
then I have no judgement. Thou horson Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to be wome in my cap, then to wait at my heeles. I was 
never mann'd with an Agot till now : but I will sette you neyther 
in Gold, nor Silver, but in vilde apparell, and send you backe 
againe to your Master, for a Jewell. The Juvenatt (the Prince 
your Master) whose Chin is not yet fledg'd, I will sooner have a 
beard grow m the Palme of my hand, then he shall get one on his 
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' -clieeke : yet he will not sdcke to say, his Face is a Face-Royall. 
Heaven may finish it when he will, it is not a haire amisse yet 
he may keepe it still at a Face-Royall, for a Baii)er shall never 
eame ox pence out of it ; and yet he will be crowing, as if he 
had writ man ever since his Father was a Batchellour. He may 
keepe his owne Grace, but he is almost out of mine, I can assure 
him. What said M. DombUdon^ about the Satten for my short 
Cloake, and Slops ? 

Pag, He said sir, you should procure him better Assurance, 
then Bardolfe : he wold not take his Bond & y^urs, he lik'd 
not the Security. 

Fed, Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his Tongue 
be hotter, a horson Achitophel; a Rascally-yea-forsooth-knave, to 
beare a Gentleman in hand, and then stand upon Security ? The 
horson smooth-pates doe now weare nothing but high shoes, and 
bunches of Keyes at their girdles : and if a man is through with 
them in honest Taking-up, then they must stand upon Securitie : 
I had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as of&r to 
stoppe it with Security. I lookM hee should have sent me two 
and twenty yards of Satten (as I am true Knight) and he sends 
me Security. Well, he may sleep in Security, for he hath the 
home of Abundance : and the lightnesse of his Wife shines 
through it, and yet cannot he see, though he have his owne 
Lanthome to light him. Where's Bardolfe ? 

Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worship a horse. 

Fa!. I bought him in Paules, and hee'l buy mee a horse in 
Smithfield. If I could get mee a wife in the Stewes, I were 
Mann'd, Hors'd, and Wiv'd. 

Enter Chtefe Justice^ and Servant. 

Pag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that committed the Prince 
for striking him, about Bardolfe. 
Fa!. Wait close, I will not see him. 
Cb. Just. What's he that goes there ? 
Ser. Falttaffe^ and't please your Lordship. 
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Juit, He that was in question for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He my Lord, but he hath since done good service at 
Shrewsbury : and (as I heare) is now going with some Charge, to 
the Lord John of Lancaster, 

JuiU What to Yorke ? Call him backe agaioe. 

Ser. Sir John Falttaffe, 

Fal, Boy, tell him, I am deafe. 

Pag, You must speake lowder, my Master is deafe. 

Just, I am sure he is, to the hearing of any thing good. 
Go plucke him by the Elbow, I must speake with him. 

Ser, Sir John, 

Fal, What ? a yong knave and beg ? Is there not wars ? Is 
there not imployment ? Doth not the K. lack subjects ? Do 
not the Rebels want Soldiers ? Though it be a shame to be on 
any nde but one, it is worse shame to begge, then to be on the 
worst side, were it worse then the name of Rebellion can tell how 
to make it.- 

Ser, You mistake me Sir. 

FaL Why sir ? Did I say you were an honest man ? Setting 
my Knight-hood, and my Souldiership aside, I had lyed in my 
throat, if I had said so. 

Ser, I pray you (Sir) then set your Knighthood and your 
Souldier-ship aside, and give mee leave to tell you, you lye in 
your throat, if you say I am any other then an honest man. 

FaL I give thee leave to tell me so ? I lay a-side that which 
growes to me ? If thou get'st any leave of me, hang me : if thou 
tak'st leave, thou wer*t better be hang'd: you Hunt-counter, 
hence : Avant. 

Ser, Sir, my Lord would speake with you. 

Just, Sir John Faittaffe^ a word with you. 

FaL My good Lord : give your Lordship good tinK of the 
day. I am glad to see your Lordship abroad : I heardsay your 
Lordship was stcke. I hope your Lord^p goes abroad by 
advise. Your Lordship (though not clean past your youth) hath 
yet some smack of age in you : some rellish of the taltnetse of 
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Time, and I most humbly beseech your Lordship^ to have a 
reverend care of your health. 

Just* Sir Jobn^ I sent you before your Expedition, to Shrews- 
burie. 

Fal. If it please your Lordship, I heare his Majestie is retum'd 
with some discomfort from Wales. 

Juit, I talke not of his Majesty : you would ^ot come when 
I sent for you ? 

Fal, And I heare rooreoyer, his Highnesse is falne into this 
same whorson Apoplexie. 

Just. Well, heaven mend him. I pray let me ^)eak with you. 

FaL This Apoplexie is (as I take it) a kind of Lethargie, a 
sleeping of the blood, a horson Tingling. 

Just. What tell you me of it ? be it as it is. 

Fal, It hath it originall from much greefe ; from study and 
perturbation of the braine. I have read the cause of his effects in 
Galen. It is a kinde of deafenesse. 

Just, I thinke you are falne into the disease : For you heare 
not what I say to you. 

Fal, Very well (my Lord) very weU : rather an't please you) 
it is the disease of not Listning, the malady of not Markings that 
I am troubled withall. 

Just. To punish you by the heeles, would amend the attention 
of your eares, & I care not if I be your Physitian. 

Fal, I am as poore as Job^ my Lord ; but not so Patient : 
your Lordship may minister the Potion of imprisonment to me, 
in resped of Povertie : but how I should bee your Patient, to 
follow your prescriptions, the wise may make some dram of a 
scruple, or indeede, a scnq>le it selfe. 

Just, I sent for you (when there were matters against you for 
your life) to come speake with me. 

Fal, As I was then advised by my learned Counoel, in the 
lawes of this Land-service, I did not conae. 

Just, Wei, the truth is (sir John) you live in great infamy. 

Fal, He that buckles him in my belt, canot Hve in iesse. 
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Jujt. Your Meanes is very slender, and your wast great. 

Fed. I would it were otherwise : I would my Meanes were 
greater, and my waste slenderer. 

Jtut, You have misled the youthfull Prince. 

FaL The yong Prince hath misled mee. I am the Fellow with 
the great belly, and he my Dogge. 

Just, Well, I am loth to gall a new-heaFd wound : your daies 
service at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded over your Nights 
exploit on Gads-hill. You may thanke the unquiet time, for 
your quiet o're-posting that Adion. 

Fal. My Lord I 

Jutt. But since all is wel, keep it so : wake not a sleepbg 
Wolfe. 

jFo/. To wake a Wolfe, is as bad as to smell a Fox. 

Ju, What ? you are as a candle, the better part burnt out. 

Fd. A Wassell-Candle, my Lord ; all Tallow : if I did say 
of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

JutU There is not a white haire on your face, but shold have 
his effedt of gravity. 

Fed. His efied of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

JutU You follow the yong Prince up and downe, like his 
evill Angell. 

-« Fed. Not so (my Lord) your ill Angell is light : but I hope, 
he that lookes upon mee, will take mee without, weighing : and 
yet, in some respe6ls I grant, I cannot go : I cannot telL Vertue 
is of so little regard in these Costormongers, that true valor is 
tum'd Beare-heard. Pregnancie is made a Tapster, and hath his 
quicke wit wasted in giving Recknings : all the other gifts apper- 
tinent to man (as the malice of this Age shapes them) are not 
woorth a Gooseberry. You that are old, consider not the capaci- 
ties of us that are yong : you measure the heat of our Livers, 
with the Inttemes of your gals : 5c we that are in the vaward of our 
youth, I must confesse, are wagges too. 

JuiU Do you set downe your name in the scrowle of youth, 
that are written downe old, with all the Charradters of age ? Have 
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yoa not a moist eye? a dry hand? a yellow dieeke? a wbtte 
beard ? a decieaflng leg ? ao incramg belly ? Ii not your Toioe 
broken ? your winde short ? your wk single ? and cfery part about 
you blasted with Antiquity ? and wil yoa cal your selfe yong ? 
fy, fy, fy, sir Joim. 

Fal, My Lord, 1 was borne with a white head, & w mtlwn g 
a round belly. For my Toice, I have lost it with hallowing and 
singing of Anthemes. To approve my youth farther, I will not : 
the truth is, I am ooely olde in judgement and understanding : and 
he that will caper with mee for a thousand Markes, let him lend me 
the mony, & have at him. For the boxe of th'eare that the Prince 
gave youy he gave it like a rude Prince, and yoa tooke it like a 
sensible Lord. I have checkt him for it, and the yong Lion re- 
pents : Marry not in ashes and sacke-cloath, but in new Silke, 
and old Sacke. 

Jujt. Wei heaven send the Prince a better companion. 

FaL Heaven send the Companion a better Prince : I cannot 
rid my hands of him. 

Juit. Well, the King hath sever'd you and Prince Harry^ I 
heare you are going with Lord John of Lancaster, against the 
Archbishop, and the Earle of Northumberland. 

FaL Yes, I thanke your pretty sweet wit for it : but looke 
you pray, (all you that kisse my Ladie Peace, at home) that our 
Armies joyn not in a hot day : for if I take but two shirts out 
with me, and I meane not to sweat extraordinarily : if it bee a hot 
day, if I brandish any thing but my Botde, would I might never 
spit white againe : There is not a daungerous AdHon can. peepe 
out his head, but I am thrust upon it. Well I cannot last ever. 

JusU Well, be honest, be honest, and heaven blesse your Ex- 
pedition. 

Fed. Will your Lordship lend mee a thousand pound, to fur- 
nibh me forth ? 

Jutt, Not a peny, not a peny : you are too impatient to beare 
crosses. Fare you well. Commend mee to my Coan Westmer- 
land. 
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Fed, If I do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. A man can 
no more separate Age and Coyetouanesae, than he can pait yong 
llmbes and letchery : but the Gowt galles the one, and the pox 
pinches the other ; and so both the Degrees prevent my curses. 
Boy? 

Page, Sir. 

Fal, What money is in my purse ? 

Page. Seven groats, and two pence. 

Fal, I can get no remedy agamst this Consumption of the 
purse. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, but the disease 
is incureable. Go beare this letter to my Lord of Lancaster, this 
to the Prince, this to the Earle of Westmerland, and this to old 
Mistris Ursula^ whome I have weekly swome to marry, since I 
perceiv'd the first white haire on my chin. About it : you know 
where to finde me. A pox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this 
poxe : for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great toe : 
It is no matter, if I do halt, I have the warres for my colour, and 
my Pension shall seeme the more reasonable. A good wit will 
make use of any thing : I will tume diseases to conmiodity. 

Exeunt, 



Scena Quarta. 

Enter Arcbbuhop^ Hastings^ Mowbray ^ and Lord Bardolfe, 

Ar. Thus have you heard our causes, & kno our Means : 
And my most noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes. 
And first (Lord Marshall) what say you to it ? 

Mow. I well allow the occasion of our Amies, 
But gladly would be better satisfied. 
How (in our Meanes) we should advance our selves 
To looke with forhead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and puisance of the King. 

Heut, Our present Musters grow upon the File 
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To five and twenty thousand men of choice : 
And our Supplies, live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosome bumes 
With an incensed Fire of Injuries. 

L. Bar, l*he question then (Lord Hastings) standeth thus, 
• Whether our present five and twenty thousand 

4 May hold-up-head, without Northumberland : 

I Hast, With him, we may. 

j Z. Bar. I marry, there's the point : 

But if without him we be thought to feeble. 
My judgement is, we should not step too farre 
Till we had his Assistance by the hand. 
For in a Theame so bloody £ic'd, as this, 
Conjedhire, Expedtation, and Surmise 
Of Aydes incertaine, should not be admitted. 

Arch. 'Tis very true Lord Barddfe^ for indeed 
It was yong Hotsfurres case, at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bar. It was (my Lord) who lin'd himself with hope. 
Eating the ayre, on promise of Supply, 
Flatt'ring himselfe with projedt of a power. 
Much smaller, than the smallest of his Thoughts, 
And so with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men) led his Powers to death. 
And (winking) leap'd into destrudion. 

Hast. But (by your leave), it never yet did hurt. 
To lay downe likely-hoods, and formes of hope. 

L. Bar. Yes, if this present quality of warre. 
Indeed the instant adtion : a cause on foot, 
Lives so in hope : As in an early Spring, 
We see th*appearing buds, which to prove fruite, 
Hope give not so much warrant, as Dispaire 
That Frosts will bite them. When we meane to build, 
We will survey the Plot, then draw the Modell, 
And when we see the figure of the house. 
Then must we rate the cost of the Ere(!tion, 
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Which if we finde out-weighes Ability, 

What do we then, but draw a-new the Modell 

In fewer offices ? Or at least, desist 

To builde at all ? Much more, in this great worke, 

(Which is (almost) to plucke a Kingdome downe, 

And set another up) should we survey 

The plot of Situation, and the Modell ; 

Consent upon a sure Foundation : 

Question Surveyors, know our owne estate. 

How able such a Worke to undergo. 

To weigh against his Opposite ? Or else, 

We fortifie in Paper, and in Figures, 

Using the Names of men, instead of men : 

Like one, that drawes the Modell of a house 

Beyond his power to builde it; who (halfe through) 

Gives o're, and leaves his part-created Cost 

A naked subjedk to the Weeping Clouds, 

And waste, for churlish Winters tyranny. 

H(uL Grant that our hopes (yet likely of faire byrth) 
Should be still-borne : and that we now possest 
The utmost man of expe^tion : 
I thinke we are a Body strong enough 
(Even as we are) to equall with the King. 

L* Bar. What is the King but five & twenty thousand ? 

Htut. To us no more : nay not so much Lord Bardolf. 
For his divisions (as the Times do braul) 
Are in three Heads : one Power against the French, 
And one against Glendower : Perforce a third 
Must take up us : So is the uofirme King 
In three divided : and his Coffers sound 
With hollow Poverty, and Emptinesae. 

Ar. That he should draw his severall strengths togither 
And come against us in full puissance 
Need not be dreaded. 

HasU If he should do so, 
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He leaves his backe uDarm'd, the French, and Wekh 
Ba3riiig him at the hedet : nerer feare that. 

Z. Bar, Who is it like should lead his Forces hither ? 

Hast. The Duke of Lancaster, and Westinerlaod : 
Against the Welsh himselfe, and Harrie Mommmob* 
But who is substituted 'gainst the French, 
I have no certaine notice. 

Arch, Let us on : 

And publish the occasion of our Armes. 
The Common- wealth is sicke of their owne Choice, 
Their over-greedy love hath surfetted: 
An habitation giddy, and unsure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond Many, with what loud applause 
Did'st thou beate heaven with blessing BuBmgkroakef 
Before he was, what thou would'st have him be ? 
And being now trimm'd in thine owne desires, 
Thou (beasdy Feeder) art so full of him. 
That thou provok'st thy selfe to cast him up. 
So, so, (thou common Dogge) did'st thou disgorge 
Thy glutton-bosome of the Royall Ricbardy 
And now thou would'st eate thy dead vomit np. 
And howl'st to finde it. What trust is in these Times ? 
They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him dye. 
Are now become enanxMir'd on his grave. 
Thou that threw'st dust upon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came sighing on. 
After th'admired heeles of BuBnghrookA, 
Cri'st now, O Earth, yeeld us that ELing agine. 
And take thou this (O thoughts of men accurs'd) 
M Pat/, and to Comt, teemet but; thutgs PreioU^ wont. 

Mow, Shall we go draw our numbers, and set on ? 

Hast, We are Times subjeds, and Time bids, be gon. 
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Enter Hosiesse^ with two Officers^ ^^f^gi ond Snare, 

Hostesse, Mr Fangy have you eotred the AdBon ? 

Fang. It 18 enter'cL 

Hoitesse, WhePs your Yeoman ? Is it a lusty yeoman ? 
Will he sund to it? 

Fang, Sirrah, where's Snare ? 

Hostesse. I, I, good M. Snare. 

Snare. Hecre, heere. 

Fang. Snarej we must Arrest Sir John Falitqffis. 

Host, I good M. Snare^ I have enter'd him, and all. 

Sn. It may chance cost some of us our lives : he wil stab. 

Hottesse. Alas the day : take heed of him : he stabd me in 
mine owne house, and that most beastly: he cares not what 
mischeefe he doth, if his weapon be out Hee will ibyne like any 
divell, he will spare neither man, woman, nor childe. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for his thrust 

Hostette. No, nor I neither : He be at your elbow. 

Fang, If I but fist him once : if he come but within my Vice. 

Hoit, I am undone with his gobg : I warrant he is an infinitive 
thing upon my score. . Good M. Fang hold him sure : good M. 
Snare let him not scape, he comes continuantly to Py-Comer 
(saving your manhoods) to buy a saddle, and hee is indited to 
dinner to the Lubbars head in Lombardstreet, to M. Swiootbet 
the Silkman. I pra'ye, since my Exion is enter'd, and my Case 
so openly known to the world, let him be brought in to his 
answer : A icx>. Marke is a long one, for a poore looe woman to 
beare: & I have borne, and borne, and borne, and have bin 
sub'doff, and sub'd-ofF, from this day to that day, that it is a 
shame to be thought on. There is no honesty in such dealing, 
unles a woman should be made an Asse and a Beast, to beare 
every Knaves wrong. 
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Enter Falstaffe and Bardolfe, 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmesey-Nose Bardolfe with 
him. Do your OfRces, do your ofRces : M. Fang^ & M. Snare^ 
do me, do me, do me your OfRces. 

Fal* How now ? whose Mare's dead ? what's the matter ? 

Fang. Sir Johuj I arrest you, at the suit of Mist. Quickly. 

Faht. Away Varlets, draw Bardolfe : Cut me off the ViUaines 
head : throw the Queane in the Channel. 

Host. Throw me in the channel! ? He throw thee there. 
Wilt thou ? wilt thou ? thou bastardly rogue. Murder, murder, 

thou Hony-suckle villaine, wilt thou kill Gods ofHcers, and the 
Kings ? O thou hony-seed Rogue, thou art a honyseed, a Man- 
queller, and a woman-queller. 

Foist. Keep them off, Bardolfe. 

Fang, Arescu, a rescu. 

Host. Good people bring a rescu. Thou wilt not ? thou wilt 
not ? Do, do thou Rogue : Do thou Hempseed. 

Page. Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fustillirian. 
He tucke your Catastrophe. 

Enter Ch. Justice. 

Just. What's the matter ? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 

Host. Good my Lord be good to mee. I beseech you stand 
to me. 

Ch, Just. How now «r John ? What are you brauling here ? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and businesse ? 
You should have bene well on your way to Yorke. 
Stand from him Fellow ; wherefore hang'st upon him ? 

Host. Oh my most worshipfull Lord, and't please your Grace, 

1 am a poore widdow of Eastcheap, and he is arrested at my suit. 

Ch, Just. For what summe ? 

Host. It is more then for some (my Lord) it is for all : all 
I have, he hath eaten me out of house and home ; hee hath put 
all my substance mto that fat belly of his : but I will have some 
of it out againe, or I will ride thee o'Nights, like the Mare. 
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Fdit. I thinke I am as like to ride the Marc, if I have any 
vantage of ground, to get up, 

Ch. Jutu How comes this, Sir J<An ? Fy, what a man of 
good temper wouid endure this tempest of exclamadon I Are 
you not asham'd to inforce a poore Widdowe to so rough a 
course, to come by her owoe I 

Valil. What is the grosse summe that I owe thee? 

hatl. Marry (if thou wer'i an honest man) thy stlfc, & the 
mooy too. Thou didst swearc lo mee upon a parcell gill Goblt^t, 
nuing in my Dolphio-chanibcr at the round table, by a sea-cole 
fire, on Wednesday in Whitson week, when the Prince broke thy 
head (or lik'ning him to a nnging man of Windsor ; Thou didst 
iwcare to me then (as I was washing thy wound) to many me, 
and make mee my Lady thy wife. Canst tliuu deny it i Did not 
goodwife Kuch the Butchers wife come in then, and cal me gossip 
Quicify f comming in to borrow a messe of Vinegar : telling us, 
she had a good dish of Prawnes : whereby thou didst desirv 
to eat some : whereby I told thee they were ill for a grecne 
wound ? And didst not thou (when she was gone downe staires) 
desire mc to be no more familiar with such poore people, saying, 
that ere long they should cat! me Madam.' And did'st diou not 
kiuc me, and bid mee fetch thee jo.s ? I put thee now to thy 
Book-oath, deny it if thou canst .' 

To/. My Lord, this is a poore mad soule: and she aayes up 
& downe the town, diat her eldest son is like you. She hath 
bin in good case, St the truth is, poverty hath distra^cd her: but 
for these fooUsh Oflicers, I beseech you, I may have redretae 
a^nst them. 

Jail. Sir Join, sir Join, I am well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true cause, the EJse way. It i« not a 
confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come with such 
(more then impudent) sawcines from you, can thrust me from a 
Irrcll consideration, I know you ha' pnflts'd upon the easie- 
yeclding spirit of this woman. 

H^t. Yes in troth my Lord. 
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Jtut* Prethoe peace : pey ber the dobt yoo owe her, aad oopay 
the Tillany yoa have done her : the ooe yoo nay da lyhh Herfing 
mooy, & the other with comuit lepentanoe. 

FaL My Lord, I will not uodsiga this aoeape witl|Mt rc^j* 
You call honorable Boldiiea» impudent Sawdneaae 1 If a man wil 
curt'siey and say nothing, he it Teftaoua: Nc^-oiy Lofd (your 
humble duty remembied) I win not be your sotor. laaytoyou,! 
demre deliv'rance fmm these Qfficera being vs^txt huttf employ- 
ment in the Kings A^res^ 

Jwsi. You speake, as hamg power to do wioog : But answer 
in the eflled of your ReputatioB, and satisfie th^ poore woman, 

Fahi. Come hither Hostesse, 

Emier M, Gtmfer. 

Ck Jmst. Now Master Gomfer i Whatnewes? 

Gow. The King (my Lord) aiyi ifmrvr Pr»ce of Wa)e« 
Are neere at hand : The lest the Paper tellea. 

Falft. As I am a Gendemao. 

If Oft. Nay, yoo said so befofcv 

Fal As I am a Gentleman. Come, no moie words of it. 

Host, By this Heayenly groond I tnradon, I most be fiune to 
pawoe both my Plate, and the Tapistry of my dynii^ Chambers. 

FaL Glasses, glasses, is the onely drinking : and fer thy wallet 
a pretty slight Drollery, or the Storie of the Prodigall, or the 
Germane hunting in Waterworke, is worth a thousand of these 
Bed-hangings, and these Fly-bitten Tapistries. Let it be tenne 
pound (if thou cansL) Come, if it were not for thy humors, 
there is not a better Wench in England. Go, wash thy &ce, 
and draw thy Adion : Come^ thou must not b^ in this humour 
with me, come, I know thou was't set on to this. 

Ifait. Prethee (Sir Jolm) let it be but twenty Nobles, I kxith 
to pawne my Plate, in good earnest la. 

FaL Let it ^lone. He make other shift : you'l be a fool still. 

Host. Well, you shall have it although I pawne my Gowne. 
i hope you'l come to Supper. You'l pay me altogether ? 
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/kil Will I liire > Go with her, with her : hooke-oo, hooke- 
oo« 

Host. Win yoa hafe Z>aff 71urie^rA«# meet yoa at topper? 

FaL No moie worda. Let's hafe her. 

Ck Just, I hafe heard bitter oewcf. 

FaL What's the newct (mj good Lord?) 

Cb. Ju. Where lay the Ki^ last ni^? 

Ma. At BoBOgMoke mj Lord. 

FaL I hope (mj Lord) all's well. What is the oewes my 
Lord? 

Ch. JmsU Come all hts Forces backe ? 

Ma, No : Fifteene hoodred Foot, fire haadved Horse 
Are march'd op to my Lord of Lancaster, 
Agiiiist Northomberland, and the Archbishop. 

FaL Comes the King backe from Wales, my noble L ? 

CL Just, You shall ha?e I^etters of me presently* 
Come, go along with me^ good M. Gown. 

FaL My Lord. 

Ck Jun. What's the matter? 

FaL Master Gomrt^ shall I entreate yoa with mee to 
dinner? 

Gov. I most waifee upon my good Lord heere. 
I thanke yon, good Sir /a&m. 

Ch. Juit. Sir Ja&i, yoa loyter heere too long being yoa are 
to take Sottldiers ap» in Coantries as you go. 

Fal. Will yoo sop with me. Master Gown? 
Ck Jwsi. What fixilish Master taught you these manners, Sir 
JolmP 

FaL Master Gotmr, if they become mee not, hee was a Foole 
that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing grace (my 
Lord) tap fin* tap, and so part £ure. 
Ck Just. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great Foole. 
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Scena Secunda. 



E flier Prince Henry ^ P^mim^ BardoffCf and Page. 

Prtn, Trutt m«, I tm exceeding wetiy. 

Poin. Is it come to that ? I had thought wearines dam not 
hive atuch'd one of to high Uood. 

Prin, It doth me : though it diacobun the compkxion of my 
Omtnetae to acknowledge it Doth it not ahew ▼ildely in me, 
to desire small Beere ? 

pMif. Whyi a Prince should not be ao looaely studied, aa to 
remember so weake a Composition. 

Prince. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princdy got, for 
(in troth) I do now remember the poore Creature, Small Beere. 
But indeede these humUe considerations make me out of love 
with my Greatnesse. What a disgrace is it to me, to remember 
thy name i Or to know thy face to morrow ? Or to take note 
how many paire of Silk stockings thou hast ? (Viz. theae^ and 
those that were thy peach-colour'd ones:) Or to beare the 
Inventorie of thy shirts, as one for ai^rfluity, and one odier, for 
use. But that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then I, fin- 
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee^ when thoa kept'at not 
Racket there, as thou hast not done a great while, beouiae the 
rest of thy Low Countries, have made a diift to eate vf thy 
Holland. 

Pom. How ill it fbUowes, afler you have laboured ao hard, yoo 
^ould talke so idlely ? Tell me how many good yoog Princes 
would do so, their Fathers lying so sicke, as yours is ? 

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, PmninP 

Pdn. Yes : and let it be an excellent good thing. 

Prin. It shall senre among wittes of no hi^ier bi^eeding then 
thine. 

Pmn. Go to: I stand the push of your one thing, that 
you*l tell. 

Prin. Why, I teU thee, it is not meet, that I should be sad 
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now my Father is wclcc : albeit I could tell to ihcc (hb to one it 
pIcMca me, for fduli of a better, to call my friend) I could be nd, 
and sad icdrcd too. 

/W. Very hardly, upon such a subjefl, 

Prin. Thou think'st me as farrc in the Divela Booke, ai thou, 
and Faltliiffr, for obduracie and persistcncie. Let the end try 
the man. But I tell thee, my hait bleeds inwardly, that my 
Father is so sicke : and keeping such vild company aa tJiou art, 
huh in reason taken from me, all ostenutioo of sorrow. 

Pmk. The reason ? 

Prix. What would'at thou think of me, if I shold weep ? 

Pain, I would thinke thee a most Princely hypocrite. 

Prim, It would be every mans thought: and thou an a blessed 
Fellow, to thinke as every man thickea : neier a mans thought 
in the world, kecpes the Rode-way better then thine : eveiy man 
would thinke me an Hypocrite indecde. And what acciies your 
nio« wooihipful thought to thinke so ? 

Poin. Why, becauae you have bcenc «o Icwde, and k> much 
iDgmfTed to Falilqffe. 

Prin, And to thii-. 

Pmiilx, Nay, I am well spoken of, I can hcare it with mine 
owne eares : the worst that they can say of me is, that I am a 
Kcond Brother, and that I am 3 proper Fellowe of my hands ; 
and those two things I confesse I canot helpe. Looke, looke, 
here comes Bardelfr, 

Prince. And the Boy that I gave Fahiagtt he had him from 
me Chriitiaa, and ice if the fat villaiu have not traiufonn'd 
him Ape. 

Eiatr Banket, 

Bar, Save your Grace. 

Prin. And yours, most Noble BarJalfe, 

Pan, Come you pemitious Asse, you bashfiill Foole, muat you 
be bluahing .' Wherefore blush you now ! what a Mjid^'nly man 
at Amies are you become i Is it nich a mutter to get a Pocile- 
pots Maiden-head ? 
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P^ge. He call'd me even now (my Lord) thnmgh a red 
Latdce, and I cooU diaoenie no jwrt of hit fi^e from the window: 
at last I tpy'd his eyes, and me thought he had made twohokain 
the Ale-wivet new Pcttkomy-ie peeped throng 

Prim. Hath not the b«y profiled ? 

3at» Awayv yon honoo npright RabbeCy away. 

P^^« Away, yon lascally ^/KAflflv dreame, away. 

Prm. InstrttdtisBoy? whatdieaaM^Boyl 

Page. Marry (my X^ord) Mim dieam'd, she was delirePd 
of a Firebrand, and therefore I call him hlr draam. 

Prmce, A Crdwnet»wofth of good lolerpratation : There it 
is, Boy. 

Poim. O that this good BkwsomeooQld bee kept from Cankers: 
Wdl, there is six pence to presene thee. 

BstiL If yoo do not make him be hang'd among yon, the 
gallowes shall be wiong'd. 

Prmce. And how doth thy Master, .Aordb^ f 
- Bar. Well, my good Lcvd s he heard of your Graces com- 
mbg to Towne. There's a Letter for you. 

Pom. Delivered with good resped: And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Master? 

^jr/£ In boc% health air. 

PmtL Marry, the immortall part needes a Physitiant but that 
moves not him ; though that bee acke, it dym not*- • 

Prmce. 1 do allow this Wen to bee as &niliar with me^ as my 
dogge s and he holds his pkoe^ for k)oke yoo he writes. 

Pom. Lmer. Jobm FaUtaffk Kaigbii (Every man most 
know that, as oft as bee hath occasion to name himselfe :) Even 
like those that are kinne to the King, for they never pricke their 
finger, but they say, there is som of the kingsUood spilt. How 
comes that (sayes he) that takes npoo hnn not to conceive \ the 
answer is as ready as a borrowed cq> t I am the Kings poore 
Cosin, Sir. 

Prmci. Nay, they will be kin to us, bm they wil-frtoh it from 
Jcfha. But to the Letter : Sir John Ftdtkjgo^ Kmgbi^ u 
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iht Saaiu of the King, ntrral hit Faster, Harrit Pnmti of Waiu, 
grtt^. 

Fm. Whf thi« i« ■ Cenilicate. 
Pr'm, Peace. 
I wiB imilalt lie btnoarabU Romaiaft in brevllit. 

Ptm. Salt he meanet brevity in breath : abort- winded. 
/ tommend nu lo thee, I commend lice, and I lime thee. Bet not 
too fanilar wilt Pointi, /or tee mijiuej thy Fmtouri $o mud, that 
he ra/tarei ttou art lo marrit tie Suler Nell. Repent at idle limit 
ai iton majit, and eofarewelU 

Thine, by jea and no : mhicb ii as much at to raj, at itaii 
uteilhim. JiC^e FsdsuSc with mj FaniSart: John 
tuilh mj Bmhttt and Sitter: if Sir John viili aJI 

My Lord, I will steepc thi* Letter in Sack, and make him «ue it. 

Pria. Th«'i to itiake hltn rate iweniy of his Word*. But do 
you UK Be thus Ned? Muit I many your Sister? 

Poin. May the Wench have no worse Fortune. But I never 
Mid no. 

Prim. Well, thui we play the Foolea with the time, & the 
cpiriu of the wise, sit in the clouds, and mocke us : Is your 
Matter heere in Lotidon ? 

Bard. Yei my Lord. 

Ftin. Where suppes he? Doth the old Bore, frede in the 
old FntAul 

Bard. At the old place ray Lord, in EaK-chc«pe, 

Prin, What Company ? 

P^e. Epheaans my Lord, of the old Church. 

Prin. Sup any women with him ? 

Page. None my Lord, but old MtMn* Quietlj, and M. Dull 
Teare-tieel. 

Prin. What Pagan may that be? 

Page:, A proper Gendewoman, Sir, sod a Kituwonun of my 
MiUters, 

Prin. Etcq nich Kin, ai the P;inih Heyfon ire la the Towne- 
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Shall we stcale upon them ( A^a/) at Supper ? 

Poin, I am 3rour shadow^ my Lord, He follow you. 

Prm. Sirrahy you boy, and Batdo^ no word to your Master 
that I am yet in Towne. 
There's for your silence. 

Bar. I hare no tongue, sir. 

Pi^e, And for mine Sir, I will goveme it. 

Prin. Fare ye well : go. 
This Doff Teare^heet should be some Rode. 

Pom. I warrant you, as common as the way betweene S. AIbaos» 
and London. 

Prin. How might we see FaUttfe bestow himselfe to ni^t, in 
his true colours, and not our selves be seene ? 

Pcm, Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and waite 
upon him at his Table, like Drawere. 

Prm. From a God, to a Bull ? A heavie declension : It was 
Joves case. From a Prince, to a Prentice, a low tranafbrmadon, 
that shall be mine : for in every thing, the purpose must weigh 
with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exeimt. 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Nortbumberlottd^ Ins Ladie^ and Harrie Pereses Loify. 

North. I prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Give an even way unto my rough Affaires : 
Put not you on the visage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percie, trotthlesome. 

IVtfe. I have given over, I will speak no more. 
Do what you will : your Wisedome, be your guide. 

North. Alas (sweet Wife) my Honor is at pawne. 
And but my going, nothing can redeeme it. 

La. Oh yet, for heavens sake, go not to these Warrs ; 
The Time was (Father) when you broke your word. 
When you were more endeer'd to it, then now, 
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When your ownc Percy when my heart^-deere-^orrjfy 

Threw many a Northward looke, to see his Father 

Bring up his Powres : but he did ]ong in vaine. 

Who then perswaded you to stay at home ? 

There were two Honors lost ; Yours, and your Sonnes. 

For Yours, may heavenly glory brighten it : 

For Hisy it stucke upon him, as the Sunne 

In the gray vault of Heaven : and by his Light 

Did all the Chevalrie of England move 

To do brave A6b. He was (indeed) the Glasse 

Wherem the Noble- Youth did dresse themselves. 

He had no Legges, that pradHc'd not his Gate : 

And speaking thicke (which Nature made his blemish) 

Became the Accents of the Valiant, 

For those that could speake low, and tardily. 

Would tume their owne PerfedHon, to Abuse, 

To seeme like him. So that in Speech, in Gate, 

In Diet, b A£fedions of delight. 

In Bfilitarie Rules, Humors of Blood, 

He was the Marke, and Glasse, Coppy, and Booke, 

That £Mhion'd others. And him, O wondrous ! him, 

O Miracle of Men ! Him did you leave 

(Second to none) un-seconded by you. 

To looke upon the hideous God of Warre, 

In dis-advantage, to abide a field. 

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspurs Name 

Did seeme defaisible : so you left him. 

Never, O n ev e r doe his Ghost the wrong. 

To hold your Honor more precise and nice 

With others, then with him. Let them alone : 

The Manhall and the Arch-bishop are strong. 

Had my sweet Harry had but hal^ their Numbers, 

To day might I (hanging on Hotspurs Necke) 

Have talk'd of MonmmaVs Grave. 

Nmih* Beshrew your heart. 
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(Faire Daughter) yoa doe draw my Spinu from me. 

With new lamentmg ancient Ovei^nghti. 

But I must goe, and meet with Danger therti ' 

Or it will seeke me in another plaoe^ 

And finde me wotk phmded. 

Wife. O flye to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles, and the armed Connnoas, 
Have of their Puissance made k little taste* 

Lady. If they get ground^ and vantage of the Kiilg« 
Then joyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Sleek, 
To make Strength stronger. Bttt, for all (htr lores. 
First let them trye themselves^ So did your Sonne, 
He was sd suffered ; so came I a Widow i 
And never shall have length of Lifc^ enough ^ 
To raine upon Remembrance with mine EyeSf 
That it nay grow, and iprowt, as high at Heaven^ 
For Recoidation to my Noble HvsbaildA 

North. Come, come, go in with me : 'tit widi Mf MMa 
As with the Tyde, swell'd up onto his height. 
That makes a still-stand, running neyther way* * 
Faine would I goe to meet the Arch^bishop, 
But many thousand Reasons hold me backe. 
I will resolve for Scotland: there am I^ 
Till Time and Vantage crave my Companjr^ Exeuni. 



Scana Quarta, 

Enter two Drawers, 

1. Drawer, What hast thon brought there? Apple-Johns? 
Thou know'st Sir Joht cannot endare an Ap^e-John. * 

2. Draw. Thou say'st true i the Prince once set a Dish of 
Apple-Johns before him, and told him there were ^v more Sir 
Johns : ^, putting off his Hat, said, I will now take my leave 
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if these rixe drie, round, old-wither'd KnighU. It angcr'd him 
p the heart : but hee hath forgot th«u 

1. Draw. Why then cover, and set them dowiw: acd tee if 
thou cuut finde out Sntakct Nuyse ; Mistria Ttarc-thnt would 
fkice have some Munijue, 

3. Dram, Sirrha, hecre will be the Prince, and Ma■t^■^ Po'mis, 
aaoa i and they will put on two of our Jerkinst and Apron*, and 
Sir Jahn mun not know of it : BarJolph hath brought word. 
I, Draw. Then here will be old Ut'u : it will be an excellent 

Drav). He see if I can finde out Sneaie. Exit. 

Enlrr Hotleue, and Dal. 
Httl. Sweet-heart, me thinkes now you are in an excellent 
tempcralitie : your Pulaldgc beatea as extraordinarily, a« 
cart would deurc ; and your Colour (I warrant you) is as red as 
any Rose : But you have dninke too much Canaries, and chat's 
a marvellous searching Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere wre 
can say what's this. How doe you now ? 
DoL Better then 1 was : Hem. 

If«tl. Why that was well raid : A good heart's worth Gold. 
Looke, here comes Sir John. 
K Enter Fahtafc. 

^^ Ealil. H^btn Anhur Jint h Court — {cmptie the Jordan) and 
^L«/ a weriby King. How now Mistris Dvlf 
^K Hoti, Sick of a Calme : yea, good-sooth. 
^K Faltl. So U all her SeA : if they be once in a Calme, they are 

^B Dol. You muddie RaKall, ii that all the comfort you give me i 
^ft SeUu You nuke fat Rascalls, Mistris Did. 
^V Dot. I make them i Cluttonie and Diseases make them, I 
nuke them not. 

FoLt. If the Cooke make the Cluuoniei yva beipe to m:ike 
the Diseases {Dol) we catch of you (ZW) w« catch of you ; 
t, my poore Vertue, grant that. 



1 24 Second Part of King Henry the Fourth, act il 

Doi. I many, our Chaynes, and our Jewels. 

Faltt, Your Brooches, Pearles, and Owches : For to tenre 
bravely, is to come halting off : you know, to come off the 
Breach, with his Pike bent bravely, and to Sui^gerie braydy ; to 
venture upon the charg'd-Chambers bravely. 

Host, Why this is the olde feshion : you two never roeete, bat 
you fall to some discord : you are both (in good trodi) as Rheo- 
matike as two drie Tostes, you cannot one beare with anothen 
Confirmities. What the good-yere ? One must beare, and that 
must bee you: you are the weaker Vessel; as they say, the 
emptier Vessell. 

Doi, Can a weake emptie Vessell beare such a huge full Hogs- 
head i There's a whole Marchants Venture of Burdeux-Stufie 
in him : you have not seene a Hulke better stufit in the Hold. 
Come, He be friends with thee Jacie. Thou art going to the 
Wanes, and whether I shall ever see thee againe, or no, there is 
no body cares. 

Enter Drawer, 

Drawer. Sir, Ancient Putatt is below, and would speake with 
you. 

Doi. Hang him, swaggering Rascall, let him not come hither: 
it is the foule-mouth'dst Rogue in England. 

Bost. If hee swagger, let him not come here : I must live 
amongst my Neighbors, He no swaggerers: I am in good name, 
and fame, with the very best : shut the doore, there comes no 
Swaggerers heere : I have not liv'd all this while, to have swag- 
gering now: shut the doore, I pray you. 

Falsi. Do'st thou heare, Hostesse? 

ffoit. Pray you pacifie your selfe (Sir John) there comes no 
Swaggerers heere. 

Falsi. Do'st thou heare i it is mine Ancient. 

I/oii. Tilly-felly (Sir Join) never tdl me, your ancient Swag- 
gerer comes not in my doores. I was before Master Juki the 
Deputie, the other day : and as hee said to me, it was no longer 
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•goe then Wednesday last; Neighbour Qukilj (aayes heej) 
Muter Domie, our Minister, was by then ■. Naghbour Qauily 
(«ayc» h«} receive those that are Ci\-ill 1 for (sayth hee) yrni are 
in xn ill Name ; now hee «aid so, I can tell whereujwn : for (snyea 
hee) you are an honeat Woman, and well thought on ; therefore 
take heede wha.t Guests you receive: Receive (sayes hee) no 
nraggering Companions. There comes none heere. You would 
blesee you to heare what hee said. No, He no Swaggerers. 

Faltl. Het's no Swaggerer {Hostesee :) a lame Chcaicr, hee : 
you may stroake him as gently, as a Puppie Greyhound : hee will 
DM (wagger with a Barbarie Henne, if her feathers turue bacLe in 
any shew of resistance. Call him up (Drawer.) 

Hail. Cheater, call you him ? I will barre no honest man my 
house, nor no Cheater ; but I doe not love swaggering ; I am ihe 
wonc when one sayes, awngger : Feele Masters, how I shake : 
looke you, I warrant you. 

Dvl. So you doe, Hoatesse. 

Hiul. Doe I ? yea, in very truth doe I, if it wen: an Aapen 
HLeafe : I cannot abide Swaggeren. 



Enltr Piilol, and Baalo 
. 'Save you. Sir Jobn. 



h and hit Say. 



FdiU Welcome Ancient P'tiiol. Here [Piiiol) I charge you 
with a Cup of Sackc ; doe you discharge upon mine Hosicsse. 
Put, I will discharge upon her (Sir John) with two Bullets. 
Falil. She is Pisloll-proofe (Sir,) you shall hardly otFcnd licr. 
Hotl. Come, [le drinke no Proofes, nor no Bullets : 1 will 
drinke no more then will doc me good, for no mans pleasure, I. 
^^ P'ul. Then to you (Mistria Darothic) I will charge you. 
^H Dol. Charge me? I scorne you (scurvie Companion) what: 
^^M)U poore, base, rascally, cheating, lac ke-Linnen- Mate : aw 
^you tnouldie Rogue, away ; 1 am meat for your Master. 
Pitl. I know you, Miitris DorelhU. 

Away you Cut-purse R^iscull, you lilthy Bung, away ; 
Wine, He thrust my Knife in your moutdic Chappci, if 
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you play the tswde Cuttk with me. Away yoa Bottle-Ale 
Rascally you Batket-hih stale Jogkr, you. Since when, I piay 
you» Sir i what, with two Points on your ^ulder^ much. 
Piii, I will murther your Rnflt^ for this^ 
Hoit. No, good Captaine Pittotf not heere^ tweete CqKaine. 
DoL Captaine f thou abhominaUe damnM Cheater, ait thou not 
asham'd to be callM Captaine? If Captaines were of iny ninde^ 
they would trunchSon you out, for taking their Names opoo you, 
before you haye eam'd them. You a Captaine ? yon daii^ ibr 
what ? for tearing a poore Whores Rufle in a Bawdy-house ? 
Hee a Captaine t hang him Rogue, hee liies upon mouldie stew'd- 
Pruines, and dry'de Cakes. A Captaine? These Villatnet will 
make the word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had neede 
looke to it. 

Bard, Tray thee goe downe, good Ancient. 
Falsi, Hearke thee hither, Mistris DoL 
Put. Not I : I tell thee what, Corpondl Bardo^^ I could 
teare her i He be revcng'd on her. 
Page, Tray thee goe downe. 

P'uU He see her damn'd first : to Pluto* t damn'd Lake, to the 
Infemall Deepe, where Erebus and Tortures vilde also. Hold 
Hooke and Line, say T : Downe : downe Dggges, down Pates : 
have wee not Hiren here ? 

Host. Good Captaine Peeselbe quiet, it is very late : I beseekc 
you now, aggravate your Choler. 

Pist. These be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack-Horaes, 
and hollow-pamper'd Jades of Asia, which cannot goe but thirde 
miles a day, compare with Cmot, and with Canibalk, and Tiojao 
Greekes ? nay, rather damne them with King Cerhenu^ and let 
the Welkin roare : shall wee 611 fonle for Toyes? 

Host. By my troth Captaine, these are very bitter words. 
Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow to a Brawk 
anon. 

Plst. Die'men, like Dogges ; give Crownfcs like Pinnes : Have 
we not Hurem here I 
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Ifoit. On my word (CaptaiDe) there's pone s^ch here« What 
tbtt good-ycre^ doe you thinke I woitld deyn^ her ? I pmy be 
quiet. 

Put. Then feed* and be bi (my &ire CaSpoBi,) CiDriiey give 
me aome aack, Ss foriume me tormente^ jferato me cemtenU. Feare 
wte brpad-aides 'N09 let the Fiend give five ; Gi?e me aome 
Sack: and Sweet-heart lye thou there : Come wee to full Points 
here, and are #/ cefera*e nothing i 

Fal. Puiolf I would be quiet. 

Pui* Sweet Knight, I kisse thy Neafie : what f wee hare aeene 
the seven Starrea. 

DoL Thrust him downe sta3rres, I cannot enduDs such a Fustian 
RascalL 

PiiL Thrust him downe stayres? know we not Galloway 
Nagges? 

FaL Qumt him downe (Bardo^h) like. a shove-groat shilling : 
nay, if hee doe nothing but speake nothing, hee shall be nothing 
here. 

BanL Come, get you downe stayiea. 

Piii* What i shall wee have Incision i shall wee embrew ? 
then Death rocke me asleepe, abridge my dolefiill dayes: why 
then let grievous, gastly, gaping Wounds, untwin'd the Sisters 
three : Come jitropoj^ I say. 

Hoit. Here's good stufTe toward. 

FiiL Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

DoL I prethee Jack^ I prethee doe not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe stayres. 

Hattm Here's a goodly tumult : He forsweare keeping house, 
before lie be in these tirrits, and frights. So 1 Murther I war- 
rant now. Alas, alas, put up your naked Weapons, put up your 
naked Weapons. 

DJ. I prethee Jack be quiet, the Raacall is gone : ah, you 
whorson little valiant Villaine, you. 

Host. Are you not hurt i WGroyne ? me thought hee made 
a shrewd Thrust at your Belly. 



I iH Second Part rf King Henry the Fmtb. 



I*'til, ilnvr yciu turnM him out ofdoores? 

iUrtl, Yf-N Hir : the Raicall't dnmke : yoo Imc hot 
(Mtr) in %\w fttumMrr. 

f*$l, A Knm:iiII Ui iHiive me. 

/W. Ati| you Nwrrt little Rogue, jon : aJa% pooie Apc^ 
thiHi ftWOMr'at f Comr, let me wipe thy Face : Come on, joo 
wlMffMiii V\uv\m : Ah Rogue, I lo?e thee: Thou ait m ynianm 
M* Ihtht of 'iVoy, wortli five of jlgammmmfrndtieoattaan het^ 
IM \\m% iIm* niiir Worthirs: ah Villaine. 

AW, A iHMnlly NJuve, I will toMe tlie Rogue in a Yankee 

/W. I )iH-, W ihdu ilur'it for thy heart : if thou doo'it. He can- 
VNii \\w» liHwc*rnr u |iuirc* of Shcetea. 

Enter Muilque. 

P$(jf0, 'V\\t Muiicjur ii come, Sir. 

/«W. I<rl ihi'tti |)luy : play Sin. Sit on my Knee, DoL A 
MumhII, liNggiiig Hlavt*! tlie Rogue fled from me like Quick- 

/W, Ami ihuu fcillowd'at him like a Church : thou whonon 
IiiiIm lyitlK huriholinrw lkiro|Hgge, when wilt thou leave fighting 
I III itfiyii«i Hill! I'tiyiiiiig on nighta, and begin to patch up thine old 
hiiity Uti I Iravpii t 

Hnhr lh0 Prince and Pcmee Jugms^d, 

l*\il, I'l'MiT (K«N)(i DiJ) doe not apcake like a Deatha-head : doe 
iioi liiil till* n*nirmlN*r mine end. 

/W. Hirrha, what humor is the Prince of? 

Fttl% A giK)d shallow young fellow : hee would have made a 
giNNi l*iiiillrr, hee would have chipp'd Bread well. 

/io/. They say Poims hath a good Wit. 

Fah I Ire a good Wit i hang him Baboone, his Wit is as thicke 
MS 'IVwkstHirie Mustard : there is no more conceit in him, then is 
in a Mullet. 

Dot. Why doth the Prince love him so then ? 

Fal, Because their Legges are both of a bignesse : and bee 
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playes at Quoits well, and eates Conger and Fennell, and drinkes 
ofF Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rides the wilde-Mare with 
the Boyes, and jumpes upon Joyn'd-stooles, and sweares with a 
good grace, and weares his Boot very smooth, like unto the Signe 
of the Legge ; and breedes no bate with telling of discreete 
stories : and such other Gamboll Faculties hee hath, that shew a 
weake Minde, and an able Body, for the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himselfe is such another : the weight of an 
hayre will tume the Scales betweene their Haher'dt'pou, 

Prince, Would not this Nave of a Wheele have his Eares cutoff? 

Poin, Let us beat him before his Whore. 

Prince. Looke, if the withered Elder hath not his Poll claw'd 
like a Parrot. 

Poin. Is it not strange, that Desire should so many yeeres out- 
live performance ? 

Fal, Kisse me Do!. 

Prince. Satume and Venus this ycere in conjundHon ? What 
sayes the Almanack to that ? 

Poin, And looke whether the fierie Trigon, his Man, be not 
lisping to his Masters old Tables, his Note-Booke, his Councell- 
keeper ? 

Fal. Thou do'st give me flattering Busses. 

Dot, Nay truely, I kisse thee with a most constant heart. 

Fal. I am olde, I am olde. 

Dot. I love thee better, then I love ere a scurvie young Boy of 
them all. 

Fal. What StufTe wilt thou have a Kirtle of ? I shall receive 
Money on Thursday : thou shalt have a Cappe to morrow. A 
merrie Song, come : it growes late, wee will to bed. Thou wilt 
forget me, when I am gone. 

Dot. Thou wilt set me a weeping, if thou say'st to : pfx>ve that 
ever I dresse my selfo handsome, till thy retume : weU, hearken 
the end. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis. 

Prin. Pom. Anon, anon. Sir. 
iv. I 
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Fai. Ha ? a Bastard Sonne of the Kings ? And art not tlioo 
Pomcff his Brother ? 

Prince. Why thou Globe of anfiill Continental what a Life 
do'st thou lead I 

Fai. A better then thon : I am a Gentleman, dion art a 
Drawer. 

Prince, Very troe. Sir : and I come to draw yon out fay the 
Jiures* 

Host. Oh, the Lord presenre thy good Grace : Welcome to 
London. Now Heayen Uesae that sweete Face of thine : what, 
are you come from Wales ? 

FaL Thou whorson mad Compound of Majestie : by this Kght 
Fleshy and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

DoL How ? you fat Foole, I scome you. 

Poin. My Lord, hee will drive you out of your revenge, and 
turne all to a merryment, if you take not the heat. 

Prince. You whorson Candle-myne you, how vildly did you 
spcake of me even now, before this honest, vertuous, dvill Gentle- 
woman ? 

Host, 'Blessing on your good heart, and so 9bee is by my troth. 

Fah Didst thou heare me ? 

Prince, Yes : and you knew me, as you did when you ranne 
away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, and ^ke it 
on purpose, to trie my patience. 

Fal. No, no, no : not so : I did not thinke, thou wast within 
hearing. 

Prince. I shall drive you then to confesse the wilfiill abuse, and 
then I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuse [Hall) on mine Honor, no abuse. 

Prince, Not to disprayse me ? and call me Pander, and Bread- 
chopper, and I know not what ? 

FaL No abuse [Hal,) 

Poin. No abuse ? 

Fal No abuse [Ned) in the World : honest Ned none. I dis- 
prays'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked might not (a)l in 
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love with him : In which doingy I have done the part of a care- 
full Friend, and a true Subjedt, and thy Father is to give roe 
thankes for it. No abuse [Hal: ) none (Ned) none ; no Boyes, none. 

Prince, See now whether pure Feare, and entire Cowardise, 
doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentlewoman, to close 
with us ? Is shee of the Wicked ? Is thine Hostesse heere, of 
the Wicked? Or is the Boy of the Wicked? Or honest 
Bardolpb (whose Zeale bumes in his Nose) of the Wicked ? 

Foin, Answere thou dead Elme, answere. 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downe Barddph irrecoverable, and 
his Face is Luctfert Privy- Elitchin, where hee doth nothing but 
rost Mault-Wormes : for the Boy, there is a good Angell about 
him, but the Devill outbids him too. 

Prince. For the Women ? 

Fal. For one of them, shee is in Hell alreadie, and bumes 
poore Soules : for the other, I owe her Money ; and whether shee 
bee damn'd for that, I know not. 

HotU No, I warrant you. 

Fed, No, I thinke thou art not : I thinke thou art quit for 
that. Marry, there is another Indidment upon thee, for suffer- 
ing flesh to bee eaten in thy house, contrary to the Law, for the 
which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

HotU All Vidhiallers doe so : What is a Joynt of Mutton, or 
two, in a whole Lent ? 

Prince. You, Gentlewoman. 

Dd. What sayes your Grace ? 

FaUi. His Grace sayes that, which his flesh rebells against. 

Hoit, Who knocks so lowd at doofe ? Looke to the doore 

there, Francis ? 

Enter Peto. 

Prince. Peto^ how now ? what newes ? 

Peto, The Eling, your Father, is at Westminster, 
And there are twentie weake and wearied Postes, 
Come from the North : and as I came along, 
I met, and over-tooke a dozen Captaines, 
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Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the Taveraes, 
And asking every one for Sir John Fcdstaffe, 

Prince, By Heaven [Pomes) I feele me much to blame. 
So idly to prophane the precious time. 
When Tempest of Commotion, like the South, 
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt» 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 
Give me my Sword, and Cloake : 
Fahtaffe^ good night ExU, 

FaUt, Now comes in the sweetest Morsell of the night, and 
wee must hence, and leave it unpickt. More knocking at the 
doore ? How now ? what's the matter ? 

Bard, You must away to Court, Sir, presently, 
A dozen Captaines stay at doore for you. 

FaUt, Pay the Musitians, Sirrha : farewell Hostesse, farewell 
Dd, You see (my good Wenches) how men of Merit are 
sought after : the undeserver may sleepe, when the man of AdHon 
is caird on. Farewell good Wenches : If I be not sent away 
poste, I will see you againe, ere I goe. 

Dol, I cannot speake : if my heart bee not readie to burst — 
Well, (sweete Jache) have a care of thy selfe, 

FaUt, Farewell, farewell. Exit, 

Host, Well, fare thee well : I have knowne thee these twentie 
nine yeeres, come Pescod-time : but an honester, and truer- 
hearted man — Well, fare thee well. 

Bard, Mistris Teare^sheet, 

Host, What's the matter? 

Bard. Bid Mistris Teare^sbeet come to my Master. 

Host, O runne Dol^ run : runne, good Dol, Exeunt, 

Ailus Tertius. Scena Prima, 

Enter the K'mg^ with a Page, 

King, Goe, call the Earles of Surrey, and of Warwick : 
But ere they come, bid them ore-reade these Letters, 



$c I. S^scond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 133 

And well consider of them : make good speed. Exit, 

How many thousand of my poorest Subjects 

Are at this howre asleepe I O Sleepe, O gentle Sleepe, 

Natures soft Nurse, how have I frighted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe. 

And steepe my Sences in Forgetfulnesse ? 

Why rather (Sleepe) lyest thou in smoakie Cribs, 

Upon uneasie Pallads stretching thee, 

And huisht with bussing Night, flyes to thy slumber. 

Then in the perfuro'd Chambers of the Great ? 

Under the Canopies of costly State, 

And lull'd with sounds of sweetest Melodie ? 

O thou dull God, why lyest thou with the vilde. 

In loathsome Beds, and leay'st the Kingly Couch, 

A Watch-case, or a common Lamm- Bell ? 

Wilt thou, upon th^ high and giddie Mast, 

Seale up the Ship-boyes Eyes, and rock his Braines, 

In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the visitation of the Windes, 

Who take the RufHan Billowes by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 

With deaff'ning Clamors in the slipp'ry Clouds, 

That with the hurley. Death it selfe awakes ? 

Canst thou (O partiall Sleepe) give thy Repose 

To the wet Sea- Boy, in an houre so rude : 

And in the calmest, and most stillest Night, 

With all appliances, and meanes to boote. 

Deny it to a Eling ? Then happy Lowe, lye downe, 

Uneasie lyes the Head, that weares a Crowne. 

Enter Warwkle and Surrey. 

War. Many good-morrowes to your Majestie, 

King. Is it good-morrow. Lords ? 

War. 'Tis One a Clock, and past 

King. Why then good-nsorrow to you all (my Lords :) 
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Have you read o're the Lettere diat I sent you ? 

War. We have (my Liege.) 

Kmg. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdome^ 
How foule it 18 : what ranke Diseases grow. 
And with what danger, neere the Heart of it ? 

War, It is but as a Body, yet distemper'd, 
Which to his former strength may be restor'd, 
With good advice, and little Medicine : 
My Lord Narthumberland will soone be cooPd. 

Kmg. Oh Heaven, that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And see the revolution of the Times 
Make Mountaines levell, and the Continent 
( Wearie of solide firmenesse) melt it selfe 
Into the Sea : and other Times, to see 
The Beachie Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptunes hippes ; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. 'Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Richard^ and Northumberland^ great friends. 
Did feast together ; and in two yeers after. 
Were they at Wanes, It is but eight yeeres since, 
This Percie was the man, neerest my Soule, 
Who, like a Brother, toyl'd in my AfFaires, 
And layd his Love and Life under my foot : 
Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Cousin Nevi!^ as I may remember) 
When Richard, with hw Eye, brim-full of Teares, 
(Then check'd, and rated by Nortbumberiand) 
Did speake these words (now prov'd a Prophecie :) 
Northumberland, thou Ladder, by the which 
My Cousin BulRnghrooke ascends my Throne : 
(Though then. Heaven knowes, I had no such intent. 
But that necessitie so bow'd the State, 
That I and Greatnesse were compell'd to kisse :) 
The Time will come (thus did hee follow it) 
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The Time will come, that fbule Sione gathering head. 
Shall breake into Corruption : to went on. 
Fore-telling this tame Timet Cooditioo, 
And the division of our Amitie. 

War. There it a Hittorie in all mcnt LifCt, 
Figoring the nature of the Timet deoeat'd : 
The which obteiVd, a man may prophede 
With a neeie ajrme, of the maine chance of things 
At yet not cook to Life, which in their Seedet 
And weake beginningt lye entreatured : 
Such thingt become the Hatch and Brood of Time ; 
And by the necettarie fbnne of thit. 
King Rkbard might create a perfed guette 
That great Nortbttmberlmdj then &lte to him. 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater faltenette, 
Which thould not fiode a ground to roote upon, 
Unlette on you. 

Kmg. Are thete thingt then Neoettitiei ? 

Then let ut meete them like Necestittet ; 
And that tame word, even now cryet out on ut : 
They tay, the Bithop and NorihumUrUmd 
Are fiftie thoutand ttrong. 

War. It cannot be (my Lord :) 

Rumor doth double, like the Voice, and Eccho, 
The numbert of the feared. Pleate it your Grace 
To goe to bed, upon my Life (my Lord) 
The Pow'rt that you alreadie have tent forth. 
Shall bring thit Prize in very easily. 
To comfort you the more, I have received 
A certaine inttance, that GUndour it dead. 
Your Majestie hath beene thit fort-night ill. 
And thete unteaton'd howret perforce mutt adde 
Unto your Sicknette. 

King. I will take your countaile : 

And were thete inward Warret once out of hand. 
Wee would (deare Lordt) unto the Holy-Land. JExamt, 
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Scena Secunda. 

Enter SbaOow and Stleace : tvUb Moul^Cf Shadow^ Wari^ 

FedfU^ BuS-caife. 

Sbal, Come-on, come-OD» come-on : give mee your Hand, Sir ; 
giTe mee your Hand, Sir : an early sdrrer, by the Rood. And 
how doth my good Cousin Silence ? 

SU, Good-morrow, good Cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my Cousin, your Bed-fellow ? and your 
direst Daughter, and mine, my God-Daughter EUen P 

Sil Alas, a blacke Ouzell (Cousin Shallow,) 

SbaL By yea and nay, Sir, I dare say my Cousin IVUBam is 
become a good SchoUer ? hee is at Oxford still, is hee not? 

S'tl, Indeede Sir, to my cost. 

Sba. Hee must then to the Innes of Court shortly: I was 
once of CUmenU Inne ; where (I thinke) they will talke of mad 
Shallow yet 

Sil, You were call'd lustie Shallow then (Cousin.) 

ShaL I was call'd any thing: and I would hare done any 
thing indeede too, and roundly too. There was I, and little 
John Doit of Staffordshire, and Uacke George Bare^ and Francis 
Pici'4fone, and IVill Squele a Cot-fal-man, you had not foure such 
Swindge-bucklers in all the Innes of Court againe : And I may 
say to you, wee knew where the Bona^Roba^i were, and had the 
best of them all at 'commandement. Then was Jacke Faistaffe 
(now Sir John^ a Boy, and Page to Thomas Mowhray^ Duke of 
Norfolke. 

^/7. This Sir John (Cousin) that comes hither anon about 
Souldiers ? 

Shal. The same Sir John^ the yery same : I saw him bieake 
Scqggan*s Head at the Court^Gate, when hee was a Crack, not 
thus high : and the yery same day did I fight with one Samfmn 
Stock-fob^ a Fruiterer, behind Greyes-Inne. Oh the mad dayes 
that I have ^nt ! and to see how many of mine olde Acquaint- 
ance are dead I 
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S'd. Wee 8haU aU Mow (Counn.) 

Shal. Certaine : 'tis certaine : very sure, very sure : Death is 
certaine to all, all shall dye. How a good Yoke of Bullocks at 
Stamford Fayre ? 

Sii. Truly Cousin, I was not there. 

Shal. Death is certaine. Is old Double of your Towne 
living yet ? 

Sil, Dead, Sir. 

Shal, Dead ? See, see : hee drew a good Bow : and dead ? 
hee shot a fine shoote. John of Gaunt loved him well, and betted 
much Money on his head. Dead ? hee would have clapt in the 
Clowt at Twelve-score, and carryed you a fore-hand Shaft at 
foureteene, and foureteene and a halfe, that it would have done a 
mans heart good to see. How a score of Ewes now ? 

SiL Thereafter as they be: a score of good Ewes may be 
worth tenne pounds. 

Shal, And is olde Double dead ? 

Enter Bardolph and hii Boy, 

Sil, Heere come two of Sir John Falstqffei Men (as I thinke.) 

Shal. Good-morrow, honest Gentlemen. 

Bard, I beseech you, which is Justice Shallow ? 

Shal. I am Robert Shallow (Sir) a poore Esquire of this 
Countie, and one of the Kings Justices of the Peace : What is 
your good pleasure with me ? 

Bard. My Captaine (Sir) commends him to you: my Cap- 
taine. Sir John Falstqffif : a tall Gentleman, and a most gallant 
Leader. 

Shal, Hee greetes me well : (Sir) I knew him a good Back- 
Sword-man. How doth the good Knight? may I aske, how 
my Lady his Wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon : a Souldier is better accommodated, then 
with a Wife. 

Shal. It is well said. Sir ; and it is well said^ indeede, too : 
Better accommodated ? it is good, yea indeede is it : good phrases 
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are mirely, and every where very eommeodabk. Acconun 
it comes of jiccommQih ,■ very good, a good Phrase. 

Bard. Pardon, Sir, I have heard the word. Phrase c 
it? by this Day, I know not the Phrase: but I will nu 
ihe Word with my Sword, to bee a Souldier-iike Word, and a 
Word of exceeding good Command. Accommodated: thai is, 
when a nian is (as they say) accommodated : or, when a man in, 
being whereby he thought to be accommodated, which is an ex- 
cellent diing. 

Enttr Faltla^. 

Sbal. It is very just! I.ooke, heere comes good Sir John.' 
Give me your hand, give me your Worships good hand : Tnutf 
me, you looke well : and beare your yearet very well, Welcom^ 
good Sir John, i 

Fa!, I am glad to see you wril, good M. Robert Shallovi c 
Master Sure-card »a I thinkc? " 

Sbal. No wr John, it is my Cosin Silence ,■ in Commission with 

Fa!. Good M. SUrmr, it well befits you ehould be of the 
peace. 

Sil. Your good Worship ia welcome. 

Fal. Fye, this is hot weiither (Gentlemen) h.ive you provided 
me heere halfe a dozen of sufficient men ? 

Slial. Marry have we sir : Will you sit I 

Fal. Let me see them, I beseech you. 

Wa/. Where's the RoU r Where's the RoU ? Where's the 
Roll ? Let me see, let me see, let me see : so, so, so, M) : ytti 
marry Sir, Raphe Mauldie : let them appeare as I call s let 
them do so, let them do eo : Let mee see, Where is Mou!Jie ? 

Mou!. Heere, if it please you. 

Sbal What thinke you (Sir John) a good limb'd fellow: 
yong, strong, and of good friends. 

Fa!, Is thy name Mouldie ? 

Moid. Yea, if it please you, 

Fal. 'Tia the more time thou wert us'd. 
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ShiJ. Ha, ha, ha, most excellent. Things that are nxHildie, 
lacke use : yery singular good* Well saide Sir Jotn^ very well 
8ai<L 

Fal. Pricke him. 

Moul. I was prickt well enough before, if you could ha?e let 
me alone : my old Dame will be undone now, for one to doe her 
Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need not to have prickt me, 
there are other men fitter to goe out, then I. 

Fal, Go too : peace MouUHe^ you shall goe. MoulMe^ it is 
time you were spent. 

Moul. Spent? 

Shallow. Peace, fellow, peace; stand aside: Know you 
where you are ? For the other sir John : Let me see : iSSmov 
Shadow. 

Fal. I marry, let me have him to sit under : he's like to be a 
cold souldier. 

Shal Where's Shadow ? 

Shad. Heere sir. 

Fal. ShadoWy whose sonne art thou i 

Shad. My Mothers sonne. Sir. 

Falsi. Thy Mothers sonne: like enough, and thy Fathers 
shadow : so the sonne of the Female, is the shadow of the Male : 
it is often so indeede, but not of the Fathers substance, 

Shal, Do you like him, sir John ? 

Falsi. Shadow will serve for Summer : pricke him : For 
wee have a number of shadowes to fill uppe the Muster- 
Booke. 

Shal. Thomas IVari ? 

Falsi. Where's he ? 

Wari, Heere sir. 

Falsi. Is thy name IVari f 

Wari. Yea sir. 

FaL Thou art a very ragged Wart. 

Shal. Shall I pricke him downe. 
Sir John ? 
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Faish It were wofer^aooA : for his apparrd it buik npoo lut 
bockr, and the whole feune itandi opoo pins : prick him do mote. 

8taL Ha, ha, ha, you can do it sir : joa can doe it : I cooi- 
mend you welL 
Fnmc'u FeMe, 

Fuhle. Heere sir. 

Sbal. What Trade art thou FeebU? 

FeeUi. A Womans Taylor sir. 

8haJ. Shall I pricke him, sir I 

Fed. You may : 
But if he had beene a mans Taylor, he would have pricked yoo. 
Wilt thou make as many holes in an enemies Battaile, as thou hast 
done in a Womans petticoce ? 

Feelle, I will 6oii my good will sir, you can have no more. 

Fdsi. Well said, good Womans Tailour : Well sayde Counigi- 
ous Feeble : thou wilt bee as valiant as the wrathfull Dove, or 
most magnanimous Mouse. Pricke the womans Taylour well 
Master ShaUow^ deepe Maister Shallow, 

Feeble, I would H^art might have gone sir. 

Fal. I would thou wert a mans Tailor, that thoa might'st mend 
him, and make him fit to goe. I cannot put him to a private 
souldier, that is the Leader of so many thousands. Let that 
suffice, most Forcible Feeble, 

Feeble. It shall suffice. 

Faljt, I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble, Who b the 
next ? 

Sbal. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene. 

FaUt. Yea marry, let us see Bulcalfe. 

Bui. Heere sir. 

Fal, Trust me, a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me Bulcalfe till 
he roare againe. 

Bui. Oh, good my Lord Captaine. 

Fal. What ? do'st thou roare before th'art prickt. 

Bui, Oh sir, I am a diseased man. 

Fal, What disease hast thou ? 
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Bui. A whorsoD cold sir, a cough sir, which I caught with 
Ringing in the Kings affayres, upon his Coronation day, sir. 

Fal, Come, thou shalt go to the Warres in a Gowne : we will 
have away thy Cold, and I will take such order, that thy friends 
shall ring for thee. Is heere all ? 

Shal, There is two more called then your number : you must 
have but foure heere sir, and so I pray you go in with me to 
dinner. 

Fal, Come, I will goe drinke with you, but I cannot tarry 
dinner. I am glad to see you in good troth, Master Shallow, 

Shal, O sir John^ doe you remember since wee lay all night in 
the Winde mill, in S Georges Field. 

Falstaffe, No more of that good Master Shallow : No more of 
that. 

Shal, Ha ? it was a merry night. And is Jane Ntghtworke 
alive ? 

FaL She lives, M. Shallow. 

Shal, She never could away with me. 

Fal, Never, never : she would alwayes say shee could not 
abide M. Shallow, 

Shal, I could anger her to the heart : shee was then a Bona" 
Roba, Doth she hold her owne well. 

Fal, Old, old, M. Shallow. 

Shal, Nay, she must be old, she cannot choose but be old : 
certaine shee's old : and had RMn Nlght^worke^ by old Nlght^ 
workcy before I came to Clements Inne. 

Sll, That's fiftie five yeeres agoe. 

Shal. Hah, Cousin Silence^ that thou hadst seene that, that this 
Knight and 1 have seene : hah, Sir John^ said I well ? 

Falit. Wee have heard the Chymes at mid-night. Master 
Shallow, 

Shal, That wee hare, that wee have ; in fiiith. Sir John^ wee 
have : our watch-word was, Hem-Boyes. Come, let's to Dinner ; 
come, let's to Dinner : Oh the dayes that wee have seene. 
Come, come. 
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BmL Good MaMcr Oxpome Bmrd§^ Mand wif Bend, and 
heone ii feure JEbnj tooe ■*"**«'*B« m Fimch Oownet for yoo : 
io Toy tnidi, «r, I had at fief be hang'd ar, at goe : and fec» for 
mine owne pan, ar, I do not care ; bat ntbcr, becante I am on- 
wfllingy and for mine owne pan, hare a deare to May with my 
frieodt : ebe, ar, I did not care, for mine owne pan, ao mnch. 

BanL Go-coo: atand aade. 

Motdd. And good Maato- Corporall Captaine, for my old 
Damet mke,aand my friend: diee hath no body to doc any thing 
about her, when I am gone : and ahe ia old, and cannot he^hcr 
aelfe : you ahall hare fonie, mr. 

Bard. Go-too : atand aaidc 

Fedle. I care not, a man can die bat once : wee owe a death. 
I will nerer beare a baae minde: if it be my desdme, ao : if it be 
not, ao : no man ia too good to aenre hia Prince : and kt it ^x 
which way it will, be that dies this yeere, is quit for the next. 

Bard Well said, thou an a good fmow. 

Feebk. Nay, I will beare no baae minde. 

FoUl Come air, which men ahall I hare ? 

Sbal, Foure of which you pleaae. 

Bard, Sir, a word with yoa : I hare three pound, to free 
Mouldie and BuB'^alfe. 

FaUt, Go-too : welL 

SbaL Come, sir Jobt^ which foure will yon hare ? 

Falsi, Doe you chuse for me. 

SbaL Marry then, MouJdit^ Butl<al^e^ FeeUe^ and Shadow, 

FalsL Moul£e^ and BuU^ca^e : for you Mrnddk^ atay at home, 
till you are past service : and for your part, BwU^a^e^ gn>w till 
you come unto it : I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir Jobn^ Sir John^ doe not your selfe wrong, ffaey are 
your likelyest men, and I would hare you senr'd with the best. 

FaUt, Will you tell me (Master Shallow) how to chuse a man ? 
Care I for the Limbe, the Thewes, the stature, bulke, and bigge 
assemblance of a man ? gire mee the ^nrit (Master ShaUow.) 
Where's IVart P you see what a ragged appearance it is : bee shall 
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charge you, and discharge you, with the motion of a Pewterers 
Hammer : come off, and on, swifter then hee that gibbets on the 
Brewers Bucket. And this same halfe-fac'd fellow. Shadow^ giye 
me this man : hee presents no marke to the Enemie, the foe-man 
may with as great a3rme levell at the edge of a Pen-knife : and for 
a Retrait, how swiftly will this Feeble^ the Womans Taylor, runne 
off. O, give me the spare men, and spare me the great ones. 
Put me a Calyver into Warts hand, Bardolpb, 

Bard, Hold IVari^ Traverse : thus, thus, thus, 

Falst. Come, manage me your Calyver : so : very well, go-too, 
very good, exceeding good. O, give me alwayes a litde, leane, 
old, chopt, bald Shot. Well said IVart^ thou art a good Scab: 
hold, there is a Tester for thee. 

Sbal. Hee is not his Crafts-master, hee doth not doe it right. 
I remember at Mile-end-Greene, when I lay at Clements Inne, I 
was then Sir Dagonet in Arthurs Show : there was a little 
quiver fellow, and hee would manage you his Peece thus : and 
liee would about, and about, and come you in, and come you in : 
Rah, tah, tah, would hee say, Bownce would hee say, and away 
againe would hee goe, and againe would he come : I shall never 
see such a fellow. 

Falst, These fellowes will doe well, Master Shallow. Fare- 
well Master Silence^ I will not use many wordes with you : hn 
you well. Gentlemen both : I thanke you : I must a dozen mile 
to night Bardo/fhf give the Souldiers Coates. 

ShaL Sir Johti^ Heaven blesse you, and prosper your Af&ires, 
and send us Peace. As you returne, visit my house. Let our 
old acquaintance be renewed : peradventure I will with you to 
the Court 

Falst, I would you would. Master Shallow. 

Shal. Go-too : I have spoke at a word. Fare you weU. 

Exit. 

Falst, Fare you well, gentle Gendemeo. On Bardolfh, leade 
the men away. As I retume, I wiU fetch off these Justices, I 
doc see the bottome of Justice Shallow. How subjed wee old 
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men are to this vice of Lying ? This same stanr'd Justice hath 
done nothing but prate to me of the wildnesse of his Youth, and 
the Feates hee hath done about Tumball-street, and every third 
word a Lye, duer pay'd to the hearer, then the Turkes Tribute. 
I doe remember him at Clements Inne, like a man made after 
Supper, of a Cheese-paring. When 4iee was naked, hee was, for 
all the world, like a forked Radish, with a Head fantastically 
carv'd upon it with a Knife. Hee was so forlome, that his 
Dimensions (to any thicke sight) were invincible. Hee was the 
very Genius of Famine : hee came ever in the rere-ward of the 
Fashion : And now is this Vices Dagger become a Squire, and 
talkes as familiarly of John of Gaunt, as if hee had beene swome 
Brother to him : and He be swome hee never saw him but once 
in the Tilt-yard, and then he burst his Head, for crowding 
among the Marshals men. I saw it, and told John of Gaunt, 
hee beat his owne Name, for you might have truss'd him and all 
his Apparrell into an Eele-skinne : the Case of a Treble Hoe- 
boy was a Mansion for him : a Court : and now hath hee Land, 
and Beeves. Well, I will be acquainted with him, if I retume : 
and it shall goe hard, but I will make him a Philosophers two 
Stones to me. If the young Dace be a Bayt for the old Pike, I 
see no reason, in the Law of Nature, but I may snap at him. Let 
time shape, and there an end. Exeunt, 

Ailus Quartus. Scena Prima. 

Enter the Arch^blshop^ Mowhray^ Hastings^ IVestmerland, 

Colevile. 

B'uh. What is this Forrest call'd ? 

Hast, 'Tie Gaultree Forrest, and't shall please your Grace. 
Bish, Here stand (my Lords) and send discoverers forth. 
To know the numbers of our Enemies, 
Hast. Wee have sent forth alreadie. 
Blsh. Tis well done. 
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My Friends, and Brethren (in these great affiures) 
I must acquaint you, that I have received 
New-dated Letters horn Northumberland: 
Their cold intent, tenure, and substance thus. 
Here doth hee wish his Person, with such Powers 
As might hold sortance with his Qualitie, 
The which hee could not levie : whereupon 
Hee is retyr'd, to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Scotland ; and concludes in heartie prayers, 
That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 
And 'fearefiill meeting of their Opposite. 

Mow. Thus do the hopes we have in him, touch ground, 
And dash themselves to pieces. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hast. Now ? what newes ? 

Mess. West of this Forrest, scarcely off a mile, 
In goodly forme, comes on the Enemie : 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or neere, the rate of thirtie thousand. 

Mow. The just proportion that we gave them out. 
Let us sway-on, and face them in the field. 

Enter fVeitmerland. 

Bub. What well-appointed Leader fronts us here ? 

Mow. I thinke it is my Lord of Westmerland. 

West. Health, and faire greeting 6x>m our Generally 
The Prince, Lord Jobn^ and Duke of Lancaster. 

Bisb. Say on (my Lord of Westmerland) in peace ; 
What doth conceme your comming i 

West. Then (my Lord) 

Unto your Grace doe I in chiefe addresse 
The substance of my Speech* If that RebellioQ 
Came like it aelfe, in base and abjed Routs, 
Led on by Uoodie Youth, guarded with Rage, 
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And couoteoaDC^d hf Boye% aixi Beggene : 

I aay> if damo'd Commocioo ao ^jpeare, 

Iq his true, Dame, and moat proper iiu^» 

You (RereieiKl Father, and these NolJe Lords) 

Had not beene here, to drene the oogly fimne 

Of base, and bloodie InsurredioD, 

With your faire Hooon. You, Lord Aidi*4Mifaop, 

Whoae See is by a Cirill Peace noaiotain'd. 

Whose Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath tonch'd. 

Whose Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath uitor'd. 

Whose white Investments figure Innocence, 

The Dove, and very blessed Spirit of Peace. 

Wherefore doe you so ill translate your selfe. 

Out oiihe Speech of Peace, that beares such grace. 

Into the harsh and boystrous Tongue of Warre ? 

Turning your Bookes to Graves, your Inke to Blood, 

Your Pennes to Launces, and your Tongue divine 

I'o a lowd Trumpet, and a Point of Warre. 

Biih. Wherefore doe I this ? so the Question stands. 

Briefely to this end : Wee are all diseas'd. 

And with our surfetting, and wanton howres. 

Have brought our selves into a bumiog Fever, 

And wee must bleede for it : of which Disease, 

Our late King Richard (being infefted) dy'd. 

But (my most Noble Lord of Westmerland) 

I take not on me here as a Physician, 

Nor doe I, as an Enemie to Peace, 

Troope in the Throngs of Militarie men : 

But rather shew a while like fearefull Warre, 

To dyet ranke Mindes, sicke of happinesse. 

And pui^ th'obstrudbns, which begin to stc^ 

Our very Veines of Life : heare me more plainely. 

I have in equall ballance jnsdy weigh'd. 

What wrongs our Arms may do, what wrongs we suffer. 

And findc our Griefes heavier then our Ofiences* 
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Wee aee which way the streame of Time doth runne, 

And are enforc'd from our most quiet there. 

By the rough Torrent of Occasion, 

And have the summarie of all our Griefes 

(When time shall serve) to shew in Articles ; 

Which long ere this, wee offer'd to the King, 

And might, by no Suit, gayne our Audience : 

When wee are wrong'd, and would unfold our Griefes, 

Wee are deny'd accesse unto his Person, 

Even by those men, that most have done us wrong. 

The dangers of the dayes but newly gone. 

Whose memorie is written on the Earth 

With yet appearing blood ; and the examples 

Of every Minutes instance (present now) 

Hath put us in these ill-beseeming Armes : 

Not to breake Peace, or any Branch of it, 

But to establish here a Peace indeede. 

Concurring both in Name and Qualitie. 

IVesL When ever yet was your Appeale deny'd? 
Wherein have you beene galled by the King ? 
What Peere hath beene subom'd, to grate on you. 
That you should seale this lawlesse bloody Booke 
Of forg'd Rebellion, with a Seale divine ? 

B'uh. My Brother generall, the Common-wealth, 
I make my Quarrell, in particular. 

West, There is no neede of any such redresse : 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mow, Why not to him in part, and to us all. 
That feele the bruizes of the dayes before, 
And suffer the Condition of these Times 
To lay a heavie and unequall Hand upon our Honors ? 

IVest. O my good Lord Mawhrt^^ 
Construe the Timet to their Necessitiet, 
And you shall say (indeede) it is the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you iojuriet. 
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Yet for your paity it oot appcaret to me. 
Either from the King, or in the present Time, 
That yon should have an ynch of any ground 
To build a Griefe on : were you not restored 
To all the Duke of Norfolket Seignories, 
Your Noble, and right well-remembred Fathers ? 

Mow. What thing, in Honor, had my Father lost. 
That need to be reviy'd, and breathM in me? 
The King that lov'd him, as the Sute stood then. 
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to banish him : 
And then, that Henry BuHhtgbrooh and hee 
Being mounted, and both rowsed in their Seates, 
l^heir neighing Coursers daring of the Spurre, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers downe. 
Their eyes of fire, sparkling through sights of Steele, 
And the lowd trumpet blowing them together : 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have stay'd 
My Father from the Breast of Bullingbrookt ; 
O, when the King did throw his Warder downe, 
'(His owne Life hung upon the Staffe hee threw) 
Then threw hee downe himselfe, and all their Lives, 
That by Indidlment, and by dint of Sword, 
Have since mis-carryed under BuIRnghrooke. 

IVeit, You speak (Lord Mowbray) now you know not what. 
HThe Earle of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant Gentleman. 
Who knoweSy on whom Fortune would then have smil'd ? 
But if your Father had beene Vidor there, 
Hee ne're had borne it out of Coventry. 
For all the Countrey, in a generall voyce, 
Cry'd hate upon him : and all their prayers, and love. 
Were set on Herford^ whom they doted on. 
And bless'd, and grac'd, and did more then the King. 
But this is meere digression from my purpose. 
Here come I from our Princely Generally 
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To know your Griefes 5 to tell you, from his Grace, 
That hec will give you Audience : and wherein 
It shall appeare, that your demands are just. 
You shall enjoy them, every thing set off, 
That might so much as thinke you Enemies. 

Mow. But hee hath forc'd us to compel! this Offer, 
And it proceedet firom Pollicy, not Love. 

IVejt. Mowbray^ you over-weeoe to take it so : 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Feare. 
For loe, within a Ken our Army lyes. 
Upon mine Honor, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of feare. 
Our Battaile is more full of Names than yours, 
Our Men more perfect in the use of Armes, 
Our Armor all as strong, our Cause the best ; 
Then Reason will, our hearts should be as good. 
Say you not then, our Offer is compelled. 

Mow. Well, by my will, wee shall admit no Pariey. 

Wejt. That argues but the shame of your offence : 
A rotten Case abides no handling. 

Hajt. Hath the Prince John a full Commission, 
In very ample vertue of his Father, 
To heare, and absolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions wee shall stand upon ? 

West. That is intended in the Generals Name : 
I muse you make so slight a Question. 

Bub. Then take (my Lord of Westmerland) this Schedule, 
For this containes our generall Grievances : 
Each severall Article herein redressed, 
AH members of our Cause, both here, and hence. 
That are insinewed to this Aftion, 
Acquitted by a true substantiall forme, 
And present execution of our wills. 
To us, and to our purposes confin'd. 
Wee come within our awfiill Banks agaioe. 
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Afld kok <Mr Powm » die AfiR of FesKC 

Wai. TbitwiBI 
Ifl flf^ oTboth OM 
At cidber end m ftact 
Or to die pbce of <fifa«ce od ckr Swonis 

^iu M7 Lofd, wee va doe «w 

IfiMv. There ii a diiog wkhm wtf Bonaie teis 
That 00 Coocfitioof of ov Peace C3M Mod. 

/^iv/. Feare yoo not, dm if wee can nake oar Peace 
Upoo loch lar]ge tennea, aixi to abnlate^ 
As oor Coodkioot diau cooiut opoo. 
Our Peace duU Mand at finne at P^^^'ip^ MoomaioeiL 

Mow, V, bat oor Tahiatioo tfaaH be aacfa. 
That ereiy ffigfat, and fiJte-demed Cante^ 
Yea, eteiy idle, nice, aixi waotoo Reatoo, 
ShaO^ to the Kiog^ taite of tfait Adioo : 
That were oor Royall fiatfaty Blar^n in Lote, 
Wee thall be winnowed with to 101^ a winde. 
That ereo our Corae ifaall teeme at light at Chafie, 
And good from bad finde no partitioo. 

Bub. No, 00 (mj Lord) note thit: the King it wearie 
Of datntie, and inch picking Grierancet : 
For hee hath foood, to end one doobt by Deaths 
Reriret two greater in the Heiret of Life, 
And therefore wUl hee wipe hit Tablet cleane. 
And keepe no Tell-tale to hit Merooriey 
That may repeat, and Hittorie hit lotte. 
To new r e membrance. For fiill well hee koowet, 
Hee cannot to precitely wcede thit Land, 
At hit mit-doubtt pretent occatbn : 
Hit foet are to en-rooted with hit friendt. 
That plucking to unfixe an Enemie, 
Hee doth unfatten to, and thake a friend. 
So that thit Land, like an ofientive wife. 
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That hath eDrag'd him on, to oiStt strokea^ 
As he is striking, holds his Infant up. 
And hangs resolv'd Corredion in the Annet 
That was uprear'd to execution. 

Host. Besides, the King hath wasted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lacke 
The very Instruments of Chasticement : 
So that his power, like to a Fanglesse Lion 
May offer, but not hold. 

B'uIk Tis very true : 

And therefore be assur'd (my good Lord Marshal) 
If we do now make our attooeroent well, 
Our Peace, will (like a broken Limbe united) 
Grow stronger, for the breaking. 

Mow. Be it so : 

Heere is retum'd my Lord of Westmerland, 

Enter fVetimerlatuL 

West The Prince is here at hand : pleaseth your Lordship 
To meet his Grace, just distance 'tweene our Armies ? 

Mow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heaven's name then forward* 
B'uh, Before, and greet his Grace (my Lord) we come. 

Enter Prince John. 

John. You are wel encountred here (my cosin Mowhrttf) 
Good day to you, gende Lord Archbishop, 
And so to you Lord Ifastsngif and to alL 
My Lord of Yorke, it better shewed with you. 
When that your Flocke (assembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy Text, 
Then now to see you heere an Iron man 
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Dromme, 
Tummg the Word, to Sword ; and Life to death ; 
That man that sits within a Monarches heart, 
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And ripeDs in the Sunoe-shine of his favor, 

Would hee abuse the Countenance of the King, 

Alack, what Mischiefes might hee set abroach. 

In shadow of such Greatnesse ? With you. Lord Bishops 

It is even sa Who hath not heard it spoken. 

How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heaven ? 

To us, the Speaker in his Parliament ; 

To us, th'imagine Voyce of Heaven it selfe : 

The very Opener, and Intelligencer, 

Betweene the Grace, the San^Hties of Heaven ; 

And our dull workings. O, who shall beleeve. 

But you mis-use the reverence of your Place, 

Employ the Countenance, and Grace of Heaven, 

As a false Favorite doth his Princes Name, 

In deedes dis-honorable ? You have taken up. 

Under the counterfeited Zeale of Heaven, 

The Subje^s of Heavens Substitute, my Father, 

And both against the Peace of Heaven, and him. 

Have h«ne up-swarmed them. 
Buh, Good my Lord of Lancaster, 

I am not here against your Fathers Peace : 

But (as I told my Lord of Westmerland) 

The Time (mis-order'd) doth in common sence 

Crowd us, and crush us, to this monstrous Forme, 

To hold our safetie up. I sent your Grace 

The parcels, and particulars of our Griefe, 

The which hath been with scome shov'd from the Court : 

Whereon this Hydra'^onat of Warre is borne. 

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm'd asleepe. 

With graunt of our most just and right desires ; 

And true Obedience, of this Madnesse cur'd, 

Stoope tamely to the foot of Majestie. 

Mow. If not, wee readie are to txye our fortunes. 
To the last man. 
Host. And though wee here fail downe» 
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Wee have Supplyes, to second our Attempt : 
If they mis-cany^ theirs shall second them. 
And so, successe of Mischiefe shall be borne. 
And Heire from Heire shall hold this Quarrell up. 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

John, You are too shallow (ffastk^i) 
Much too shallow, 
To sound the bottome of the after-Times. 

fVeit, Pleaseth your Grace, to answere them dire^Iy, 
How farre-forth you doe like their Articles. 

John, I like them all, and doe allow them well : 
And sweare here, by the honor of my blood. 
My Fathers purposes have beene mistooke, 
And some, about him, have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning, and Authoritie. 
My Lord, these Griefes shall be with speed redrest : 
Upon my Life, they shall. If this may please you. 
Discharge your Powers unto their severall Counties, 
As wee will ours : and here, betweene the Armies, 
Let's drinke together friendly, and embrace. 
That all their eyes may beare those Tokens home, 
Of our restored Love, and Amide. 

Bith, I take your Princely Word, for these redresses. 

Joim, 1 give it you, and will maintaine my word : 
And thereupon I drinke unto your Grace. 

ffatt, Goe Captaine, and deliver to the Armie 
This newes of Peace : let them have pay, and part : 
I know, it will well please them. 
High thee Captaine. Exii, 

B'uh. To you, my Noble Lord of Westmerland. 

IVest. I pledge your Grace : 
And if you knew what paines I haye bestow'd. 
To breede thb present Peace, 
You would drinke freely : but my love to ye. 
Shall shew it selfe more openly hereafter. 
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Bub, I doe not doubt jou. 

IFcin I am glad of it. 

Health to my Lord, and gentle Coonn Mowhrt^* 

Mow. You wish roe health in very happy season. 
For I am, on the sodaine, something ill. 

Biih, Against ill Chances, men are ever merry. 
But heayinesse fore-runnes the good erent. 

West. Therefore be merry (Cooze) smce sodaine sorrow 
Serves to say thus : some good thing comes to morrow. 

Buh, Beleeve me, I am passing light in spirit. 

Mow. So much the worse, if your owne Rule be troe. 

John. The word of Peace is rendered: hearke how they 
showt. 

Mow. This had been chearefiill, after Vi^rie. 

B'uh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conquest : 
For then both parties nobly are subdu'd, 
And neither partie looser. 

John. Goe (my Lord) 

And let our Army be discharged too : 
And good my Lord (so please you) let our Traines 
March by us, that wee may peruse the men Exit. 

Wee should have coap'd withalL 

Blsh. Goe, good Lord Hatt'mgt : 

And ere they be dismissed, let them march by. Exit. 

John. I trust (Lords) wee shall lye to night together. 

Enter Westmerland. 
Now Cousin, wherefore stands our Army still ? 

West. The Leaders having charge fix>m you to stand. 
Will not goe off, untill they heare you speake. 

John. They know their duties. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Our Army is dispers'd : 

Like youthfull Steeres, unyoak'd, they tooke their course 
East, West, North, South : or like a Schoole, broke up. 
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Each hurryes towards his homey and sporting place* 

IVest, Good tidings (my Lord Hastings) for the which, 
I doe arrest thee (Traytor) of high Treason : 
And you Lord Arch-bishop, and you Lord Mowhrtt^^ 
Of Capital! Treason, I attach you both. 

Mow, Is this proceeding just, and honorable? 

West, Is your Assembly so \ 

Bish. Will you thus breake your faith ? 

John, I pawn'd thee none : 

I promised you rediesse of these same Grievances 
Whereof you did complaine ; which, by mine Honor, 
I will performe« with a most Christian care. 
But for you (Rebels) looke to taste the due 
Meet for Rebellion, and such Ads as youn» 
Most shallowly did you these Armes conmience, 
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence. 
Strike up our Drummes, pursue the scattered stray, 
Heaven, and not wee, have safely fought to day. 
Some guard these Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treasons true Bed, and yeelder up of breath. Exeunt, 

Enter Falstqffe and CoUevile, 

Foist, What's your Name, Sir ? of what Condition are you ? 
and of what place, I pray ? 

Coi. I am a Knight, Sir : 
And my Name is CoUevtie of the Dale. 

Falst. Well then, CoUevile is your Name, a Knight is your 
Degree, and your Place, the Dale. CoUroile shall still be your 
Name, a Traytor your Degree, and the Dung^n your Place, 
a place deepe enough : so shall you be still CoQevUe of the Dak. 

Col, Are not you Sir John Falstaffe f 

FalsU As good a man as he sir, who ere I am : doe yee yeelde 
sir, or shall I sweate for you ? if I doe sweate, they are the drops 
of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy death, therefore rowze up 
Feare and Trembling, and do observance to my mercy. 
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CoL I thinke you are Sir John Faistqffe^ 8c in that thought 
yeeld me. 

Fal. 1 have a whole Schoole of tongues in this belly of imne, 
and not a Tongue of them all, speakes anie other word but my 
name : and I had but a belly of any indifferencie. I were simply 
the most adHve fellow in Europe : my wombe, my wombe, my 
wombe undoes mee. Heere comes our GeneralL 

JSnier Prince John, and tVeitmerland. 

John, The heat is past, follow no farther now : 
Call in the Powers, good Cousin fVethnerland, 
Now Faluqffe, where have you beene all this while ? 
When every thing is ended, then you come. 
These tardie Tricks of yours will (on my life) 
One time or other, breake some Gallowes back. 

FalsL I would bee sorry (my Lord) but it should bee thus : I 
never knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the reward of Valour. 
Doe you thinke me a Swallow, an Arrow, or a Bullet ? Have I, 
in my poore and olde Motion, the expedition of Thought ? I 
have speeded hither with the very extremest ynch of possibilitie. 
I have fowndred nine score and odde Postes : and heere (travell- 
tainted as I am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir John CollevUe of the Dale, a most furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemie : But what of that ? hee saw mee, and yeelded : 
that I may justly say with the hooke-nos'd fellow of Rome, I 
came, saw, and over-came. 

John, It was more of his Courtesie, then your deserving. 

Foist I know not : heere he is, and heere I yeeld him : and 
I beseech your Grace, let it bee booked, with the rest of this dayes 
deedes ; or I sweare, I will have it in a particular Ballad, with 
mine owne Picture on the top of it {CoUevUe kissing my foot :) 
To the which course, if I be enfbrc'd, if you do not all shew like 
gilt two-pences to me ; and I, in the cleare Skie of Fame, o'reshine 
you as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Element 
(which shew like Pinnes-heads to her) beleeve not the Word of 
the Noble : therefore let mee have right, and let desert mount. 
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John, 'Thine's too heavie to mount. 

Faht. Let it shine then. 

John. Thine's too thick to shine. 

Falsi, Let it doe something (my good Lord) that maj doe me 
good, and call it what you will. 

John. Is thy Name CollevUe ? 

Col. It is (my Lord.) 

John. A famous Rebell art thou, Collevile, 

Foist. And a femous true Subjedl tooke him. 

Col. I am (my Lord) but as my Betters are. 
That led me hither : had they beene rul'd by me. 
You should have wonne them dearer then you have. 

Foist. 1 know not how they aold themselyes, but thou like a 
kinde fellow, gay'st thy selfe away ; and I thanke thee, for thee. 

Enter Westmerland. 

John, Have you left pursuit ? 

West, Retreat is made, and Execution 8ta3r'd. 

John. Send CoOevtUy with his Confederates, 
To Yorke, to present Execution. 
Bhintf leade him hence, and see you guard him sure. 

Exit with CoOev'tle. 
And now dispatch we toward the Court (my Lords) 
I heare the King, my Father, is sore sicke. 
Our Newes shall goe before us, to his Majestie, 
Which (Cousin) you shall beare, to comfort him : 
And wee with sober speede will follow you. 

Foist. My Lord, I beseech you, give me leave to goe through 
Gloucestershire : and when you come to Court, stand my good 
Lord, 'pray, in your good report. 

John. Fare you well, Falstqffe : I, in my conditioDt 
Shall better speake of you, then jfou deserve. Exit. 

Foist. I would you had but the wit : 'twere better then jfour 
Dukedome. Good faith, this same young sober-blooded Boy 
doth not love me, nor a man cannot make him laugh : but that's 
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no manraile, hee drinkes no Wine. There's oever any of these 
demure Boyes come to any proofe : for thinne Drinke doth so 
over-coole their blood, and making many Fish-Meales, that they 
£dl into a kinde of Male Gieene-sicknesse : and then, when they 
marry, they get Wenches. They are generally Fooles, and 
Cowards ; which some of us should be too, but for inflamation. 
A good Sherris-Sack hath a twofold operation in it : it ascends 
me into the Braine, dryes me there all the foolish, and dull, and 
cruddie Vapours, which environ it : makes it apprehensive, quicke, 
forgetive, full of nimble, fierie, and deledtable shapes ; which de- 
livered o're to the Voyce, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes 
excellent Wit. The second propertie of your excellent Sherris, 
is, the warming of the Blood : which before (cold, and setled) left 
the Liver white, and pale ; which is the Badge of Pusillanimitie, 
and Cowardize : but the Sherris warmes it, and makes it course 
from the inwards, to the parts extremes : it illuminateth the Face, 
which (as a Beacon) gives warning to all the rest of this little 
Kingdome (Man) to Arme: and then the Vitall Commoners, 
and in-land pettie Spirits, muster me all to their Captaine, the 
Heart ; who great, and pufft up with his Retinue, doth any Deed 
of Courage : and this Valour comes of Sherris. So, that skill in 
the Weapon is nothing, without Sack (for that sets it a-worke :) 
and Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, kept by a DeviU, till 
Sack commences it, and sets it in ad, and use. Hereof comes 
it, that Prince Harry is valiant : for the cold blood hee did natu- 
rally inherite of his Father, hee hath, like leane, stirrill, and bare 
Land, manured, husbanded, and tyll'd, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking good, and good store of fertile Sherris, that hee is 
become very hot, and valiant If I had a thousand Sonnes, the 
first Principle I would teach them, should be to forsweare thinne 
Potations, and to addidt themselves to Sack. 

Enter Bardo^. 
How now Barddfh f 

Bard, The Annie is dischai^ed all, and gone. 

FahU Let them goe : Ue through Gloucesterahirei and there 
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will I visit Master Roiert SbaUow^ Esquire : I have him alreadie 
tempering betweene my finger and mj thombe, and shortly will I 
seale with him. Come away. Exeunt* 



Scena Secunda. 

Enter Kingf Wartuicke^ Clareneef Gloucester. 

Kmg. Now Lords, if Heaven doth give successefull end 
To this Debate that bleedeth at our doores. 
Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are sandlify'd. 
Our Navie is addressed, our Power collected. 
Our Substitutes, in absence, well invested, 
And every thing lyes levell to our wish ; 
Onely wee want a little personall Strength : 
And pawse us, till these Rebels, now a-fbot, 
Come underneath the yoake of Government. 

War, Both which we doubt not, but your Majestie 
Shall soone enjoy. 

King, Humphrey (my Sonne of Gloucester) where is the Prince, 
your Brother ? 

Glo. I thinke hee's gone to hunt (my Lord) at Windsor. 

Kmg. And how accompanied \ 

Glo. I doe not know (my Lord.) 

King. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with him ? 

Glo. No (my good Lord) hee is in presence heere. 

Clar. What would my Lord, and Father ? 

Kmg, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 
Hee loves thee, and thou do'st negled him {noma*.) 
Thou hast a better place ia his Afiedtion, 
Then all thy Brothers : cherish it (my Boy) 
And Noble Offices thoa may'st efied 
Of Mediation (after \ am dttd) 
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Betweene his Greatnesse, and thy other Brethren. 

Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 

Nor loose the good advantage of his Grace, 

By seeming cold, or carelesse of his will. 

For hee is gracious, if hee be observed : 

Hee hath a Teare for Pide, and a Hand 

Open (as Day) for melting Charitie : 

Yet notwithstanding, being incens'd, hee's Flint, 

As humorous as Winter, and as sudden. 

As Flawes congealed in the Spring of day. 

His temper therefore must be well observed : 

Chide him for faults, and doe it reverently. 

When you perceive his blood enclin'd to mirth : 

But being moodie, give him Line, and scope. 

Till that his passions (like a Whale on ground) 

Confound themselves with working. Leame this Thomaif 

And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends, 

A Hoope of Gold, to binde thy Brothers in : 

That the united Vessell of their Blood 

(Mingled with Venome of Suggestion, 

As force, perforce, the Age will powre it in) 

Shall never leake, though it doe worke as strong 

As Aconitumi or rash Gan-powder. 

Clar. I shall observe him with all care, and love. 

King, Why art thou not at Windsor with him ( Thomas P) 

Clar. Hee is not there to day : hee dines in London. 

King, And how accompanyed i Canst thou tell that ? 

Ciar. With Point%f and other his continuall followers. 

King. Most subjed is the fattest Soyle to Weedes : 
And hee (the Noble Image of my Youth) 
Is over-spread with them : therefore my griefe 
Stretches it selfe beyond the howre of death. 
The blood weepes fix>m my heart, when I doe shape 
(In formes imaginarie) th'unguided Dayes, 
And rotten Times, that you shall looke upon. 
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When I am sleeping with my Ancestors. 
For when his head-strong Riot hath no Curbe, 
When Rage and hot-Blood are his Counsailors, 
When Meanes and lavish Manners roeete together ; 
Oh, with what Wings shall his Affections flye 
Towards fronting Perill, and oppos'd Decay ? 

War, My gracious Lord, you looke beyond him quite : 
The Prince but studies his Companions, 
Like a strange Tongue : wherein, to gaine the Language, 
'Tis needfull, that the most immodest word 
Be look'd upon, and leam'd : which once attayn'd, 
Your Highnesse knowes, comes to no farther use. 
But to be knowne, and hated. So, like grosse termes, 
The Prince will, in the perfedhiesse of time, 
Cast off his followers : and their memorie 
Shall as a Patteme, or a Measure, live. 
By which his Grace must mete the lives of others, 
Turning past-evills to advantages. 

King. 'Tis seldome, when the Bee doth leave her Combe : 
In the dead Carrion. 

Enter WestmerlamL 
Who's heere ? WeUmerland ? 

West. Health to my Soveraigne, and new happinesse 
Added to that, that I am to deliver. 
Prince John^ your Sonne, doth kisse your Graces Hand ; 
Mowhrajy the Bishop, Scroope, Hastings^ and all. 
Are brought to the Corredtion of your Law. 
There is not now a Rebels Sword unsheath'd, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where : 
The manner how this Action hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leysure) may your Highnesse reade. 
With every coarse, in his particular. 

King. O Westnurland^ thou art a Summer Bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of Winter tings 
The lifting up of day. 

IV. L 
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Enter Harcourt. 

Looke, heere's more newes. 

Hare, From Enemies, Heaven keepe your Majesde : 
And when they stand against you, may they fall, 
As those that I am come to tell you of. 
The Earle Northumberland^ and the Lord Bardolfe^ 
With a great Power of English, and of Scots, 
Are by the Sherife of Yorkeshire overthrowne : 
The manner, and true order of the fight, 
This Packet (please it you) containes at large. 

King, And wherefore should these good newes 
Make me sicke ? 

Will Fortune never come with both hands full. 
But write her faire words still in foulest Letters ? 
Shee eyther gives a Stomack, and no Foode, 
(Such are the poore, in health) or else a Feast, 
And takes away the Stomack (such are the Rich, 
That have aboundance, and enjoy it not.) 
I should rejoyce now, at this happy newes. 
And now my Sight fayles, and my Braine is giddie. 
O me, come neere me, now I am much ill. 

G/o. Comfort your Majestie. 

Cla. Oh, my Royall Father. 

West. My Soveraigne Lord, cheare up your selfe, looke up. 

War. Be patient (Princes) you doe know, these Fits 
Are with his Highnesse very ordinarie. 
Stand from him, give him ayre : 
Hee'le straight be well. 

Clar, No, no, hee cannot long hold out : these pangs, 
Th'incessant care, and labour of his Minde, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that should confine it in. 
So thinne, that Life lookes through, and will breake out. 

Glo. The people feare me : for they doe observe 
Unfather'd Heires, and loathly Births of Nature ; 
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The SeasoDS change their maoDers, as the Yeere 

Had found some Moneths asleepe, and leap'd them over. 

Clar. The River hath thrice flow'd, no cbbe betweene : 
And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles) 
Say it did so, a little time before 
That our great Grand-sire Edward sick'd, and dyMe. 

War, Speake lower (Princes) for the King recovers. 

Glo. This Apoplexie will (certaine) be his end. 

King, I pray you take me up, and beare me hence 
Into some other Chamber : softly 'pray. 
Let there be no noyse made (my gentle friends) 
Unlesse some dull and favourable hand 
Will whisper Musicke to my wearie Spirit. 

War, Call for the Musicke in the other Roome. 

King, Set me the Crowne upon my Pillow here. 

Clar, His eye is hollow, and hee changes much. 

War, Lesse noyse, lesse noyse. 

Enter Prince Henry „ 

P, Hen, Who saw the Duke of Clarence ? 

Clar, I am here (Brother) full of heavinesse. 

P, Hen, How now ? Raine within doores, and none abroad i 
How doth the King ? 

Glo, Exceeding ill. 

P, Hen. Heard hee the good newes yet ? 
Tell it him. 

Gh, Hee alter'd much, upon the hearing it. 

P, Hen, If hee be sicke with Joy, 
Hee'le recover without Physicke, 

War. Not so much noyse (my Lords) 
Sweet Prince speake lowe. 
The King, your Father, is disposed to sleepe. 

Clar, Let us with-draw into the other Roome. 

War, Wil't please your Grace to goe along with us ? 

P, Hen. No : I will sit, and watch here, by the King. 



Why doth the Crowne lye there, upon his Pillow, 

Being so troublesome a Bed-rdlow ! 

O polliah'd Perturbation ! Golden Care ! 

That keep' St tlie Ports of Slumtkr open wide. 

To many a watchful! Night : sleepe with it now. 

Yet not so sound, and halfc so deejiely sweete, 

As hee whose Brow (with homely Biggen bound) 

Snores out the Watch of NighL O Majestie ! 

When thou do'st pinch thy Bearer, thou do'st sit 

Like a rich Armor, wome in heat of day. 

That scaid'sl with aafelie : by his Gates of breath. 

There lyes a dowlney feather which stirres not : 

Did hee suspire, that light and weightlesse dowlne 

Perforce must move. My gracious Lord, my Father, 

This sleepe is sound intfeede : this is a sleepe, 

That from this Golden Rigoll hath divorc'd 

So many English Kings. Thy due, from me. 

Is Teares, aod heavie Sorrowes of the Blood, 

Which Nature, Love, and liliall tendemenBC, 

Shall (O deure Father) pay thee plenteoualy. 

My due, from thee, is this Iraperiall Crowne, 

Which (aa immediate from thy Place and Blood) 

Derives it selfe to me. Loe, hecre it ails. 

Which Heaven shall guard : 

And put the worlds whole strength into one gyant Arme, 

It shall not force this Lineall Honor from me. 

This, from thee, will I to mine leave, 

As 'tis left to me. Ex 

Enter If^arviicie, Glouceiter, Claraue, 
Kim. ffortuicie, Glouceiler, Clarence. 
Clar. Doth the King call ? 

fFar. What would your Majestie ? how fares your Grace ? 
Kii^. Why did yoo leave me here alone (my Lords J) 
Cla. We left the Prince (my Brother) here (my Liege) 
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Who undertooke to sit and watch by you. 

King, The Prince of Wales ? where is hee ? let mee see him. 

War. This doore is open, hee is gone this way. 

Gio. Hee came not through the Chamber where wee stayd. 

King, Where is the Crowne ? who tooke it from my Pillow ? 

War, When wee with-drew (my Liege) wee left it heere. 

Kmg. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence : 
Goe seeke him out 
Is hee so hastie, that hee doth suppose 
My sleepe, my death ? Finde him (my Lord of Warwick) 
Chide him hither : this part of his conjoynes 
With my disease, and helpes to end me. 
See Sonoes, what things you are : 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
When Gold becomes her Object ? 
For this, the foolish over-carefull Fathers 
Have broke their sleepes with thoughts. 
Their braines with care, their bones with industry. 
For this, they have ingrossed and pyied up 
The canker'd heapes of strange-atchieved Gold : 
For this, they have beene thoughtfull, to invest 
Their Sonnes with Arts, and Martial! Exercises : 
When, like the Bee, culling from every flower 
The vertuous Sweetes, our Thighes packt with Wax, 
Our Mouthes with Honey, wee bring it to the Hive ; 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our painea. 
This bitter taste yeelds his engrossements, 
To the ending Father. 

Enter Warwicie* 
Now, where is hee, that will not stay so long. 
Till his Friend Sicknesse hath determin'd me ? 

War, My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Washing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, 
With such a deepe demeanure, in great sorrow. 
That Tyranny, which never quaft but blood. 
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Would (bf bdM>ldiiig Urn) bate wadb'd hk Knife 
With fguMjt cjpc>Hiiu|ML xid 
Ka^, Bat vbticuxe (fid hcc 



take vmxf the Cvovne 



Cose hither to ae {Bmrrj.) 
Dcpait the ChaiBpcr, leave iia heeie alone. 

P. Hm, I nerer t>wMgl»» to heaie joa ipeaiBe ai^aiDe. 

Kmg. Thy wish was Father (Harry) to that thought : 
I mxf too kng hj thee, I vcarie thee. 
Do'« thou K> hanger for m^ empcie Chape, 
That thoa wilt oecda ioTett thee widi mine HoDors» 
Befoiethyhowiebenpe? O fooliih Yooth ! 
Thoo aeek'ft the Grracoese, that will oier-iriielaie thec^ 
Stay bat a little : for mr dood of Dijnutie 
Is held 6oni £dfing, with «> weake a winde. 
That it will quickly drop : aiy Day k dioMiie. 
Thoa hast stolne that, which alter some few howies 
Wcie thine, without ofienoe : and at my death 
Thou hast wa^d up my e xp eeb ii oo. 
Thy Life did manifest, thoa lor'dst me not* 
And thoo wilt have me dye assur d of it. 
Thou hid'st a thousand Daggers in thy tboa^tts^ 
Which thou hast whetted oo thy stooie heait. 
To stab at haUe an howie of my Life. 
What I canst thoo not fbibeare me halfe an howie ? 
Then get thee gooe and digge my grsTe thy selfe. 
And bsd the merry Bels ling to thy eare 
That thoa ait Crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let aU the Teaies^ that should bedew my Hearse 
Be drops of Balme to sandifie thy head : 
Ooely compound me with forgotten dusL 
Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Wormes : 
Phicke downe ray Officer^ breake my Decrees ; 
For now a time is come, to mocke at Forme. 
Henry the £ft is Crown'd : up Vanity^ 
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Downe Royall State : All you sage Counsailors, hence : 

And to the English Court, assemble now 

From ev'ry Region, Apes of Idlenesse. 

Now neighbor-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 

Have you a Ruffian that will sweare ? drinke ? dance ? 

Revell the night ? Rob ? Murder ? and commit 

The oldest sinnes, the newest kinde of wayes ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more : 

England, shall double gill'd, his trebble guilt. 

England, shall give him Office, Honor, Might : 

For the Fift Harry^ from curb'd License pluckes 

The muzzle of Restraint ; and the wilde Dogge 

Shall flesh his tooth in every Innocent. 

my poore Kingdome (sicke, with civill blowes) 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
What wilt thou do, when Ryot is thy Care ? 

O, thou wilt be a Wildemesse againe, 
Peopled with Wolves (thy old inhabitants.) 

Prince, O pardon me (my Liege) 
But for my teares, 
The most Impediments unto my Speech, 

1 had fore-stall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 
Ere you (with greefe) had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so ferre. There is your Crowne, 
And he that weares the Crowne immortally, 
Long guard it yours. If I affect it more, 

Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, 
Let me no more from this Obedience rise. 
Which my most true, and inward duteous Spirit 
Teacheth this prostrate, and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witnesse with me, when I heere came in. 
And found no course of breath within your Majestic, 
How cold it strooke my heart. If I do faine, 
O let me, in my present wildenesse, djre, 
And never live, to shew th'incredulous World, 
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The Noble change that I have purposed. 

CommiDg to looke on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almost (my Liege) to thinke you were) 

I spake unto the Crowne (as having sense) 

And thus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending. 

Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 

Therefore, thou best of Gold, art worst of Gold. 

Other, lesse fine in Charradt, is more precious. 

Preserving life, in Med'cine potable : 

But thou, most Fine, most Honoured, most Renown'd, 

Hast eate the Bearer up. 

Thus (my Royall Liege) 

Accusing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it (as with an Enemie, 

That had before my face murdred my Father) 

The Quarrell of a true Inheritor. 

But if it did infedt ray blood with Joy, 

Or swell my Thoughts, to any straine of Pride, 

If any Rebell, or vaine spirit of mine. 

Did, with the least AfTeftion of a Welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might of it. 

Let heaven, for ever, keepe it from my head. 

And make me, as the poorest Vassaile is, 

That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it. 

King. O my Sonne ! 
Heaven put it in thy rainde to take it hence. 
That thou might'st joyne the more, thy Fathers love, 
Pleadmg so wisely, in excuse of it. 
Come hither Harriet sit thou by my bedde. 
And heare (I thinke, the very latest CounseU 
That ever I shall breath : Heaven knowes, my Sonne) 
By what by-pathes, and indirect crook'd-wayes 
I met this Crowne : and I my selfe know well 
How troublesome it sate upon my head. 
To thee, it shall descend with better Qmet, 
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Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For all the wyle of the Atchievement goes 
With me, into the Earth. It seem'd in mee. 
But as an Honour snatch'd with boyst'rous hand. 
And I had many living, to upbraide 
My gaine of it, by their Assistances, 
Which dayly grew to Quarrell, and to Blood-shed, 
Wounding supposed Peace. 
All these bold Feares, 
Thou seest (with peril!) I have answered : 
For all my Reigne, hath beene but as a Scene 
A^ng that argument And now my death 
Changes the Moode : For what in me, was purchased, 
Falles upon thee, in a more Fayrer sort. 
So thou, the Garland wear'st successively. 
Yet, though thou stand'st more sure, then I could do. 
Thou art not firme enough, since greefes are greene : 
And all thy Friends, which thou must make thy Friends 
Have but their stings, and teeth, newly tak'n out. 
By whose fell working, I was first advanced, 
And by whose power, I well might lodge a Feare 
To be againe displaced. Which to avoyd, 
I cut them off: and had a purpose now 
To leade out many to the Holy Land ; 
Least rest, and lying still, might make them looke 
Too neere unto my State. 
Therefore (my Harrie) 
Be it thy course to busie giddy Mindes 
With Forraigne Quarrels : that A^Hon hence borne out. 
May waste the memory of the former dayes. 
More would I, but my Lungs are wasted so. 
That strength of Speech is utterly deni'de mee. 
How I came by the Crowne, O heaven forgive : 
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. 
Prince, My gracious Liege : 
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Yoa wofuie k, wore k: kept k, gate it 
Then plaioe and r^ht obkb^ poHeaiDa be; 
Which I9 with more, then with a Cnmmnn poine^ 
'Gaioit all the World, will n^ufoRj aMifitainr, 



Emtir Lard J dm ^ LmMiUr amd fFamich. 

Kmg. Looke, lookc, 
Heere comes mj JoAm of Laocaiter : 

Mm, Health, Peace, axid HapptnesK, 
To my Royall Father. 

Kmg» Thoo bring'it me happineMe and Peace SoDoe Jaim : 
Bat health (alacke) with joathfall wingt is flowne 
From this bare, withered Tnmke. Upoo thj agfat 
My world] J businesK makes a perkxL 
Where is my Lord of Warwicke ? 

Prim, My Lord of Warwicke. 

Kmg, Doch any name particalar, belong 
Unto the Lodging, where I first did swoon'd ? 

fVar. Tis call'd JerutaUm^ my Noble Lord. 

Kmg. Land be to bearen : 
Even there my life most end. 
It hath beene prophesi'de to me many yeares, 
I should not dye, but in JenuaUm : 
Which (irainly) I soppos'd the Holy-Land. 
But beare roe to that Chamber, there lie lye : 
In that JerusaUm^ shall Harry dye. Exeumt. 

Adas ^uinttu. Scana Prima. 

Enter Shallow^ SiUnce^ Fahiaffe^ Bardolft^ PogU ond Davie, 

Shal, By Cocke and Pye, you shall not away to night. What 
Davy^ I say. 

FaL You must excuse me, M. Robert Shallow, 
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Sbal. I will not excuse yoa : you shall not be excused. Ex- 
cuses shall not be admitted: there is no excuse shall serve : you 
shall not be excus'd. 
Why Daw. 

Davy, Heere sir. 

Shal. Davjf Da^y Davy^ let roe see {Davy) let me see: 
WilBam Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir Jobn^ you shal not be 
excused. 

Davy. Marry sir, thus : those Precepts cannot bee senr'd : and 
againe sir, shall we sowe the head-land with Wheate \ 

Sbal, With red Wheate Davy. But for IViUiam Cook : are 
there no yong Pigeons ? 

Davy. Yes sir. 
Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 
And Plough-Irons. 

Sbal. Let it be cast, and payde : Sir Jobn^ you shall not be 
excus'd. 

Davy. Sir, a new linke to the Bucket must needes bee had : 
And Sir, doe you meane to stoppe any of tVUBatM Wages, about 
the Sacke he lost the other day, at Hinckley Fayre ? 

Sbal. He shall answer it : 
Some Pigeons Davy^ a couple of short-legg'd Hennes : a joynt 
of Mutton, and any pretty little tine Kickshawes, tell IVUBam 
Cooke. 

Sbtd. Doth the man of Warre, stay all night sir I 

Sbal, Yes Davy : 
I will use him well. A Friend i'th Court, is better then a penny 
in purse. Use his men well Davy^ for they are arrant Knaves, 
and will backe-bite. 

Davy. No worse then they are bitten, sir: For they have 
marvellous fowle linnen. 

Sballow. Well conceited Davy : about thy businesse, Davy. 

Davy, I beseech you sir. 
To countenance IVUBam Vuor of Woncot, against Clement Perkei 
of the hilL 
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SbaL There are maoj Gwii| i ljii M » D^vy, ^ganai, tfaac Fh 
dot Fuir isan arrant Kaxwt, oo Bf knowlec^e. 

Dory. I graoot your Woniiqiy that he is a knave Sir : Bitt 
jFCt heaten rorfaid Sir, bat a Sjiaie diCHiM have aonie CoanmBnce, 
at hit Friends request. An honett man sir, is able to ipeakr for 
hi ms die , when a Knaie is not. I haie serr'd your Woniuppc 
tmely mr^ that c^ht jcarcs : and if I cannot once or twice in a 
Qoarter bearc out a knatc, against an hones man, I hare bat a 
very ntde ciediie with yoor YforAippc* ihe Knave is mine 
honest Friend Sir, therefore I beseech your Worship, let him bee 
Coontenancd. 

SktL Go too, 
I ay he shall have no wroi^ : Looke about Davy, 
Where are yon Sir JoAm ? Come, off with your Boots. 
Give roe your hand M. Bardoife, 

Bard. I am glad to see your Worship. 

ShaL I thanke thee, with all my bean, kinde Master BarMfei 
and welcome my tall Fellow : 
Come Sir Joim. 

Falsti^e. lie follow yon, good Kfaster Robari ShaBow, Bar- 
do^ff looke to otur Horsses. If I were saw'de into Quantities, I 
should make foure dozen of soch bearded Hermites staves, as 
Master Sbalhw. It is a wonderfidl thing to see the sembbUe 
Coherence of his mens ^rits, and his : They, by observing of him, 
do beare themselves like foolish Justices : Hee, by conversing with 
them, is tum'd into a Justice-like Servingman. Their spirits are 
so married in Conjundion, with the partidpatioo of Society, that 
they flocke together in consent, like so many Wilde-Geese. If 
I had a suite to Mayster Shallow^ I would humour his men, with 
the imputation of beeing neeie their Mayster. If to his Men, I 
would currie with Maister Shallow^ that no man could better com- 
mand his Servants. It is certaine, that either wise bearing, or 
ignorant Carriage is caught, as men take diseases, one of another : 
therefore, let men take heede of their Companie. I will devise 
matter enough out of this Sbidbw^ to keepe Prince Harry m coo- 
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tinuall Laughter, the wearing out of sixe Fashions (which is foure 
tearines) or two A^ons, and he shall laugh with Intervallumi. 
O it is much that a Lye (with a slight Oath) and a jest (with a 
sadde brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that never had the Ache in 
his shoulders. O you shall see him laugh, till his Face be like a 
wet Cloake, ill laid up. 

Shal. Sir John» 

FaUt, I come Master Shallow, I come Master Shallow, 

Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 

Enier the Earle of Warwicke^ and the Lord Chief e Juttice. 

JVarwlcke, How now, my Lord Chiefe Justice, whether 
away ? 

CL Juit, How doth the King ? 

JVarw, Exceeding well : his Cares 
Are now, all ended. 

Ch» Ju4t, I hope, not dead. 

IVarw. Hee's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our purposes, he li?es no more. 

Ch. Juit. I would his Majesty had call'd me with him, 
The service, that I truly did his life, 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War, Indeed I thinke the yong King loves you not. 

Ch, Just, I know he doth not, and do arme my selfe 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot looke more hideously upon me, 
Then I have drawne it in my fantasie. 

Enter John of Lancaster^ Gloucester^ and Clarence. 

War, Heere come the heavy Issue of dead Harrie : 
O, that the living Harrie had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three Gentlemen : 
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How many Nobles then, should hold their places. 
That roust strike saile, to Spirits of vilde sort ? 

CL Just. Alas, I feare, all will be over-tum'd. 

John, Good morrow Cosin Warwick, good morrow. 

Ghrti, Cla. Good morrow, Cosin. 

John, We meet, like men, that had forgot to speake. 

JVar, We do remember : but our Argument 
Is all too heavy, to admit much talke. 

Joh. Well : Peace be with him, that hath made us heavy. 

Ch, Just, Peace be with us, least we be heavier. 

Glou. O, good my Lord, you have lost a friend indeed : 
And I dare sweare, you borrow not that &ce 
Of seeming sorrow, it is sure your owne. 

John, Though no man be assured what grace to finde, 
You stand in coldest expectation. 
I am the sorrier, would 'twere otherwise. 

Cla, Wei, you must now speake Sir John Falstaffe faire, 
Which swimmes against your streame of Quality. 

Ch. Just, Sweet Princes : what I did, I did in Honor, 
Led by th'Imperiall Condudt of ray Soule, 
And never shall you see, that I will begge 
A ragged, and fore-stall'd Remission. 
If Troth, and upright Innocency fayle me. 
He to the King (my Master) that is dead, 
And tell him, who hath sent me after him. 

IVar, Heere comes the Prince. 

Enter Prince Harrie, 

Ch, Just, Good morrow : and heaven save your Majesty. 

Prince, This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majesty, 
Sits not so easie on me, as you thinke. 
Brothers, you mixe your Sadnesse with some Feare : 
This is the English, not the Turkish Court : 
Not Amurah^ an Amurah succeeds, 
But Harry^ Harry : Yet be sad (good Brothers) 
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For (to speake truth) it very well becomes you : 

Sorrow, so Royally in you appeares. 

That I will deeply put the Fashion on, 

And weare it in ray heart. Why then be sad. 

But entertaine no more of it (good Brothers) 

Then a joynt burthen, laid upon us all. 

For me, by Heaven (I bid you be assur'd) 

He be your Father, and your Brother too : 

Let me but beare your Love, He beare your Cares ; 

But weepe that Harries dead, and so will I. 

But Harry lives, that shall convert those Teares 

By number, into houres of Happinesse. 

John^ (b*c. We hope no other from your Majesty. 

Prin, You all looke strangely on me : and you most. 
You are (I thinke) assur'd, I love you not. 

CL Just, I am assur'd (if I be measured rightly) 
Your Majesty hath no just cause to hate mee. 

Pr, No ? How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid upon me ? 
What ? Rate ? Rebuke ? and roughly send to Prison 
Th'immediate Heire of England ? Was this easie ? 
May this be wash'd in Lethe^ and forgotten ? 

Ch, Just, I then did use the Person of your Father : 
The Image of his power, lay then in me, 
And in th 'administration of his Law, 
Whiles I was busie for the Conmionwealth, 
Your Highnesse pleased to forget my place, 
The Majesty, and power of Law, and Justice, 
The Image of the King, whom I presented, 
And strooke me in my very Seate of Judgement, 
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 
I gave bold way to ray Authority, 
And did commit you. If the deed were ill. 
Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 
To have a Sonne, set your Decrees at naught ? 
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To plucke downe Justice firom your awefiill Bench : 

To trip the course of Law, and blunt the Sword 

That guards the peace, and safety of your Person I 

Nay more, to spume at your most Royall Image, 

And mocke your workings, in a Second body ? 

Question your RoyaU Thoughts, make the case yours : 

Be now the Father, and propose a Sonne. 

Heare your owne dignity so much prophan'd. 

See your most dreadfull Lawes, so loosely slighted ; 

Behold your selie, so by a Sonne disdained : 

And then imagine me, taking you part, 

And in your power, soft silencing your Sonne : 

After this cold considerance, sentence me ; 

And, as you are a King, speake in your State, 
What I have done, that misbecame my place, 
My person, or my Lieges Soveraigntie. 

Prin, You are right Justice, and you weigh this well : 
Therefore still beare the Ballance, and the Sword : 
And I do wish your Honors may encrease. 
Till you do live, to see a Sonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 
So shall I live, to speake my Fathers words : 
Happy am I, that have a man so bold. 
That dares do Justice, on my proper Sonne ; 
And no lesse happy, having such a Sonne, 
That would deliver up his Greatnesse so. 
Into the hands of Justice. You did commit me : 
For which, I do commit into your hand, 
Th'unstained Sword that you have us'd to beare : 
With this Remembrance ; That you use the same 
With the like bold, just, and impartiall qnrit 
As you have done 'gamst me. There is my haod^ 
You shall be as a Father, to my Youth : 
My voice shall sound, as you do prompt mine eare, 
And I will stoope, and humble my Intents, 
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To your well-pra^tie'd, wise Dire<5bion8. 

And Princes all, beleeve me, I beseech you : 

My Father is gone wilde into his Grave, 

(For in his Tombe, lye my Aflfedions) 

And with his Spirits, sadly I survive, 

To mocke the expectation of the World ; 

To frustrate Prophesies, and to race out 

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ roe downe 

After my seeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 

Hath prowdly flow'd in Vanity, till now. 

Now doth it tume, and ebbe backe to the Sea, 

Where it shall mingle with the state of Floods, 

And flow henceforth in formall Majesty. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 

And let us choose such Limbes of Noble Counsaile, 

That the great Body of our State may go 

In equall ranke, with the best govem'd Nation, 

That Warre, or Peace, or both at once may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to us. 

In which you (Father) shall have fonnost hand. 

Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And heaven (consigning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, shall have just cause to say, 

Heaven shorten Harries happy life, one day. Exeunt. 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Falstaffey Shallow^ Silence^ Bardolfe^ P^g^9 ond PiitoU, 

Shot. Nay, you shall see mine Orchard : where, in an Arbor 
we will eate a last yeares Pippin of my owne graffing, with a dish 
of Carrawayes, and so forth (Come Cosin Silence^ and then to bed. 

Fal, You have heere a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren: Beggers all, beggers all Sir 

IV. M 
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Jolm : Marry, good ayre. Spread Dmj^ ipread Danie : Well 
«id Dame, 

Falsi, This Davie aerves yoa for good uret: ke k your Semog> 
man, and your Hoabaod. 

ShaL A good Varlet, a good Variety a veiy good Varlet, Sir 
John: I have druoke too moch Sacke ai Si^iper. A good 
Variet. Now ait dowoe, now at dowoe. Come Conn. 

SiL Ah sirra (quoth-a) we ahaO doe nothing but eatt, and 
make good cbeere, and praiae heaTen for the merrie yeere : when 
fieah ia cheape, and Females deercy and lustie Lads lome heere» 
and there : so merrilyy and ever amoog so merrily. 

Fal. There's a merry heart, good M. SUemce^ Be give you a 
health for that anoD. 

SbaL Good M. Barda^e : some wine, Davie, 

Da, Sweet sir, sit : Ue be with you anon : most sweete sir, 
sit Master Page, good M. Page, sit : Proface. What you want 
ID roeate, wee'l have in drinke : but you beare, the heart's a)L 

Shal, Be merry M. BarJoife, and my litde Souldiour there^ be 
merry. 

Sil, Be merry, be merry, my wife ha's aU. 
For women are Shrewes, both short, and tall : 
'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all ; 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. Be merry, be merry. 

Fal, I did not thinke M. Silence had bin a man of this Mettle. 

Sil, Who I ? I hare beene merry twice and once, ere now. 

Davy, There is a dish of Lether-coats for you. 

Shal. Davie, 

Dav, Your Worship : He be with you straight A cup of 
Wine, sir ? 

Sii. A Cup of Wine, that's briske and fine, & drinke unto the 
Leman mine : and a merry heart Uvea long-a. 

Fal. WeU said, M. Silence. 

Sil. If we shall be merry, now comes in the sweete of the 
night 

Fal. Health, and long life to you, M. Silence, 
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Sd. Fill the Cuppe, and let it come. He pledge you a mile to 
the bottome. 

Shai, Honest Bardolfcy welcome : if thou want'st any thing, 
and wilt not call, beshrew thy heart. Welcome my little tyne 
theefe, and welcome indeed too : lie drinke to M. Bardolfe^ and 
to all the Cavileroes about London. 

Dav. I hope to see London, once ere I die. 

Bar, If I might see you there, Davie, 

Shai, You'l cracke a quart together ? Ha, will you not M. 
Bardolfe ? 

Bar, Yes Sir, in a pottle pot. 

Shai, I thanke thee: the knave will sticke by thee, I can 
assure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred. 

Bar, And Ue sticke by him, sir. 

Shai, Why there spoke a King: lack nothing, be merry. 
Looke, who's at doore there, ho : who knockes ? 

Fal, Why now you have done me right. 

Sii, Do me right, and dub me Knight, Sammgo. Is't not so ? 

Fal, 'Tis so. 

Sil. Is't so ? Why then say an old man can do somwhat. 

Dav. If it please your Worshippe, there's one PlttoU come 
from the Court with newes. 

FaL From the Court ? Let him come in. 

Enter P'utoll, 

How now Pistoll ? 

Put, Sir John^ 'save you sir. 

Fal. What winde blew you hither, Pistoll ? 

Put. Not the ill winde which blowes none to good, sweet 
Knight : Thou art now one of the greatest men m the Realme. 

SU. Indeed, I thinke he bee, but Goodman Puffe of Barton. 

Put. Puffe ? pufle m thy teeth, most recreant Coward base. 
Sir Johih I am thy Pistoll, and thy Friend : belter skelter have I 
rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and luckie joyes, and golden 
Times, and happie Newes of price. 
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FaL I prcthee now deliver them, like a man of this World. 

Put A footra for the World, and Worldlings base, 
I ^)eake oi Affiica, and GcJden joyes. 

Fal, O base Assyrian Knight, what is thy newes ? 
Let EJng Ctmitba know the truth thereof. 

SiL And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John. 

Put. Shall dunghill Curres confront the HelRctmi ? 
And shall good newes be bafiel'd ? 
Then PistoU lay thy head in Furies lappe. 

Slfol, Honest Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding. 

Put. Why then Lament therefore. 

Slkil. Give roe pardon, Sir. 
If sir, you come with news from the Court, I take it, there is but 
two wayes, either to utter them, or to conceak them. I am Sir, 
under the King, in some Authority. 

Put. Under which King ? 
Baumian^ speake, or dye. 

Shal. Under King Harry. 

Put. Harry the Fourth ? or Fift ? 

ShaL Harry the Fourth. 

Put. A footra for thine Office. 
Sir Jobiif thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 
Harry the Fift's the man, I speake the truth. 
When Pistoll lyes, do this, and figge-me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal. What, is the old King dead ? 

Put. As naile in doore. 
The things I speake, are just 

FaL Away Bardolfe, Sadie my Horse, 
Master Robert Shallow^ choose what Office thou wilt 
In the Land, 'tis thine. Pistol^ I will double charge thee 
With Dignities. 

Bard. O joyfuU day : 
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 
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PLft. What ? I do bring good newes. 

Fal. Carrie Master Silence to bed : Master Shallow, my Lord 
Shallow f be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes Steward. Get on 
thy Boots, wee'l ride all night. Oh sweet Pistoll : Away 
Bardoife : Come Pistoll, utter more to mee : and withall devise 
something to do thy selfe good. Boote, boote Master S hallow ^ 
I know the young King is sick for mee. Let us take any mans 
Horsses: The Lawes of England are at my command'ment 
Happie are they, which have beene my Friendes : and woe unto 
my Lord Chiefe Justice. 

Pitt. Let Vultures vil'de seize on his Lungs also : 
Where is the life that late I led, say they ? 
Why heere it is, welcome those pleasant dayes. Exeunt. 

Scena ^uarta. 

Enter Hosteue Quickly , Dd Teare^sheete^ and Beadleu 

HoUesse. No, thou arrant knave : I would I might dy, that 
I might have thee hang'd : Thou hast drawne my shoulder out 
of joynt. 

Off. The Constables have delivered her over to mee : and shee 
shall have Whipping cheere enough, I warrant her. There hath 
beene a man or two (lately) kiU'd about her. 

Dol. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye : Come on, He tell thee 
what, thou damn'd Tripe-visag'd Rascall, if the Childe I now go 
with, do miscarrie, thou had'st better thou had'st strooke thy 
Mother, thou Paper-fac'd Villaine. 

Hoit, O that Sir John were come, hee would make this a 
bloody day to some body. But I would the Fruite of her 
Wombe might miscarry. 

Officer. If it do, you shall have a dozen of Cushions againe, 
you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you both go with roe : 
for the man is dead, that you and Pistoll beate among you. 

Dol. He tell thee what, thou thin man in a Censor ; I will 
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e yoii as soundly swindg'd for this, you blcw-Bottel'd Rogue : 



iwing'd, He 



night. We) of 



you filthy famish'd Correitioner, if you be t 
forsweare halfe Kirtles. 

Off. Come, come, you ahce-Knight-ajTint, 

Hon. O, that right should thus o'recom 
sufieraiice, comes ease. 

Dal. Come you Rogue, come ; 
Bring me to a Justice. 

Hoti. Yes, come you starv'd Blood-hound. 

Dot. Goodman death, goodman Bonea. 

Hoil. Thou Anatomy, thoo. 

Dot. Come you thinne Thing: 
Come you Rascall. 

Off. Very well. 

Scena Quinta, 



Ealtr fwo Groomfs. 

I. GroB, More Rushes, more Rushes. 

1. Greo. The TnimpcU have gaunded twice. 

I, Groo. It will be two of the Clockc, ere they come from the 

Corooation. Exit Grea. 

Ettlcr Fablafft, Shalhiu, PiiloB, Bardalfe, and Page. 

Falilaji. Stand heere by me, M. RiAert Shalloiu, I will make 
the King do you Grace. I will leere upon him, as he conies by : 
and do but marke the countenance that hee will give me. 

Pitlal. Blesse thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Faltl. Come hecrc Piilol, stand behind me. O if I had had 
time to have made new Liveries, I would have bestowed the 
thousand pound I borrowed of you. But it ii do matter, tbii 
poore shew doth better : this doth ioferre the zeale I had to 



Sbal. It doth ao. 
Faltt. It shewes my 
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P'uL It doth 80. 

FaL My derotioiv 

PlsU It doth, it doth, it doth. 

FaL As it were, to ride day and night, 
And not to deliberate, not to remember, 
Not to have patience to shift me. 

Shal, It is most certaine. 

FaL But to stand stained with TniTaile, and sweating with 
desire to see him, thinking of nothing else, putting all afiayres in 
oblivion, as if there were nothing ds to bee done, bat to see him. 

P'uU Tis semper Idem : for obsqme hoc nilM est, Tis all in 
every part. 

SbaL 'Tis so indeed. 

Put, My Knight, I will inBame thy NoUe Liver, and make 
thee rage. Thy Do/, and Helen of thy noble thoghtt is in base 
Durance, and contagious prison : Hall'd thither by most Mechani- 
call and durty hand. Rowze uppe Revenge finom Ebon den, with 
fell Aledlo's Snake, for Z)o/ is in. Pistd, ^)eakes nought but 
troth, 

FaL I will deliver her. 

P'utoL There roar'd the Sea, and Trumpet Clangour sounds. 

The TrumpeU lounJ, Enter King Henrie the Fiftf Brothers^ 

Lord Chiefe Juitice, 

Falit, Save thy Grace, King HaH^ my Royall Hall. 

Put. The heavens thee guard, and keepe, most royall Impe of 
Fame. 

Fal, 'Save thee my sweet Boy. 

K'mg. My Lord Chiefe Justice, speake to that vaine man. 

Cb, Jujtm Have you your wits ? 
Know ypu what 'tis you speake ? 

Falit. My King, my love ; I speake to thee, my heart 

King. I know thee cot, old man : Fall to thy Prayers : 
How ill white haires become a Foole, and Jester ? 
I have long dream'd of such a kinde of man, 
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So nirfcit'SU'cird, so old, and so prophane : 

But bnng awake, I do despise my drtame. 

Make lease thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 

Leave gourmandizing j Know the Grave doth gajie 

For ihce, thrice wider then for other men. 

Reply not to me, with a Foolc-bomc Jest, 

Presume not, that I am tJie thing I was, 

For heaien doth know (bo shall tlie world pi-rceive) 

That I have lum'd away my former Selfe, 

So will 1 those that kept tac Companic. 

When thou dost heare I am, as I have bin. 

Approach me, and thou shall be as thou waa't 

The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riota : 

Till then, I banish thee, on paine of death, 

As I have done the rest of my Mitleaders, 

Not to come neere our Person, by ten mile. 

For competence of life, 1 will allow you. 

That lacke of roeanes enforce you not to e^'lil ; 

And as we beare you do refoime your selves. 

We will according to your strength, and qualities, 

Gtvt ydU advanCeraeiW. Be It your charge (ray LorJ) 

To see perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on. Exil King. 

Fal. Master Shaltoiv, I owe you a thousand pound. 

Shal. I marry Sir John, which I beseech you to let rae have 
home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, M. SIxiObvi, do not you grieve at 
this : I »hall be sent for in private to him : Looke you, he mu«l 
seeme thua to the world : fcare not your advancement : 1 will be 
the man yet, that shall make you great. 

Sbal, I cannot well peiceire how, unlesse you should give m'-' 
your Doublet, and stuffe me out with Straw. I beseech you, 
good Sir John, let mee have five hundred of my thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This that you heard, 
was but a colour. 

Siaff. A colour I fL-are, tliat you will dye, in Sir John. 
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Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Lieutenant Pistoly come Bardolfe, 
I shall be sent for soone at night. 

Ch, Just. Go carry Sir John Falitqffe to the Flecte, 
Take all his Company along with him. 

FaL My Lord, my Lord. 

Ch, Just, I cannot now speake, I will heare you soone: 
Take them away. 

Pist, Sifortuna me tormentOy spera me contento. 

Exit Manet Lancaster and Chiefe Justice, 

John, I like this faire proceeding of the Kings : 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall all be very well provided for : 
But all are banisht, till their conversations 
Appeare more wise, and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just, And so they are. 

John. The King hath call'd his Parliament, 
My Lord. 

Ch, Just. He hath. 

John. I will lay oddes, that ere this yeere expire, 
We beare our Civill Swords, and Native fire 
As farre as France. I heare a Bird so sing. 
Whose Musicke (to ray thinking) pleas'd the King. 
Come, will you hence ? Exeunt, 



FINIS. 
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y]/RST, my Ftare i that, nvf Curltie : latl, my 
Speech. My Feart, it four D'upleaturt : 
My Curiiie, my Dutif : And my tptteh, to 
Begge your Pardoiu. If jou looie for a 
good tpeech itow, you andae me : Far v/hal 
I have lo jay, u of mine ovune maiing : and 
what (indeed) I ihould lay, will (/ douii) 
te marring. But to the Purpcue, and jo lo the Vtn- 
Be it knownt lo you {ai il ii very well) I vjat lately heere in 
the end of a ditfJeaiing Play, to pray your Patience for il, and lo pro- 
mite you a Belter : I did meant (indeede) lo pay you viith ihii, which 
if (liie an ill Venture) il come unluckily home, I hreake ; and you, 
iRf gentle Credilori hie, Heere I promiil you I tuould be, and heere 
I commit my Bodie lo your Merc'iei : Bate me lome, and I will pay 
you tome, and (at moil Deblori do) pntmite you infinitely. 

If my Tongue eannol enlreate you lo aeijuil me : will jou command 
me lo ute my Legget 7 Jind yel thai were hut light payment, to 
Dance out of your debt : Bui a good Conteicnce, will make any 
pottitle tatitfaction, and lo will I. jlll the gentlewomen heere, have 
forgiven me, if the Gentlemen will not, then the Gentlemen da not 
agree with the Gentlewomen, which wat never teene before, in tuch 
an jitiemily. 

One word more, I beteecb you : if you be not too much claid with 
Fat Meale, our humble jiulhor will continue the Story (with Sir 
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John in it) and nuUtyou wurry, vjithfalrt K^therine of France : 
v>htrt {^far any liing I tnoot) Faltta^ tbaS dye ^ a noeat, wdtttt 
already he be tilPd mlh your hard Ojunions ,• For Old-Caitle dyed 
a Martyr, and thit it nol the man. My Tongue it v/earit, mien my 
Lcgi are too, I viiU bid you good lughl ; and to hterle domne before 
you .- But (Jndeed) to fray for the Queene, 
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Enter Prologue. 



OFor a Muse of FtrCy that would ascend 
The brightest Heaven of Invention : 
A Kingdomefor a Stage^ Princes to AS^ 
And Monarchs to beh(dd the swelling Scene. 
Then should the tVartde Harry, Rke himselfe. 
Assume the Port of Mars, and at his hedes 
(Leasht in, Rke Hounds) should Famine^ Sword, and Fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon. Gentles all: 
The flat unraysed Spirits , that hath dar^d. 
On this unworthy Scqffhld, to bring forth 
So great an OlyeS. Can this Coch^pit hold 
The vastie fields of France ? Or nuy we cramme 
Within this Woodden 0, the very Cashes 
That did affright the Ay re at Agincourt ? 
pardon : since a crooked Figure may 
Attest in little place a MUBfm, 
And let us. Cyphers to this great Accompt, 
On your imaginarie Forces worke. 
Suppose within the Girdle of these Walls 
Are now confined two mightie Monarchies, 
Whose highf up-reared, and abutting Fronts, 
The perillous narrow Ocean parts asunder, 
Peece out our impetfeSions with your thoughts : 
Into a thousand parts divide one Man, 
And make imaginarie Puissance, 



1 90 The Life rf Henry the Fiji. 

TIAnie when m talkt of Horte), thai yoa ttt llxm, 
Printmg thtir provtd Hoofa fib' rteawtg Earth ; 
For 'lii your ihoughit that now muil eUtk our K'mgi, 
Carry them hire axd there : Jutting o'rt Thaej ; 
Tuntmg th'accompBihment of inairf yeeru 
Into an Hovjre-ghute : for ihe which tuppBe, 
Admil me Chonu to iMt ffulorie j 
Ifho ProIogut'Rke, your humble patienee prty, 
Genlly to bean, kindly to judge our Play. 



Aitus Primus. Scana Prima. 

Enter the two Biibofj of Canlerbtaj and Ely. 
Biib. Caul. 
pY Lord, lie tell you, that Klie Bill ii urg'd. 

Which ID th'elerenth y«re of tha latt Kings rago 
Waa like, aod had indeed against di past, 
But that the scarabling and unijuiet time 
Did puah it out of fanher questioa. 
Bieb. Ely. But how my Lord ihall we renst it now ! 
B'uh. Cant. It must be thought on : if it pasae against us, 

We loose the better halfe of our Possesnoo : 

For all the Tcmporall Lands, which mea devout 

By TestaineDt have pyca to the Church, 

Would they strip from ua ; being valu'd thus. 

As much as would maintaioe, to the Kings honor. 

Full 6fteene Earles, and fifteeiK bundred Knights^ 

Six thousand and two hundred good Esquires : 

And to reliefe of Lazars, and weake age 

Of indigent faint Soulea, past corporall toyle, 

A hundred Almes-housea, right well ■upply'd: 

And to the Coffers of the King beside, 

A thousand pounds by th'yeere. Ttuu nins the Bill, 
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Bish, Ely. This would drinke deepe. 

BlsL Can/. 'T would drinke the Cup and all. 

Buh. Ely. But what prevention ? 

B'uh. Cant, The King is full of grace, and faire regard. 

Bish. Ely, And a true lover of the holy Church. 

Blsh. Cant, The courses of his youth promised it not. 
The breath no sooner left his Fathers body. 
But that his wildnesse, mortify'd in him, 
Seem'd to dye too : yea, at that very moment. 
Consideration like an Angell came. 
And whipt th'offending jidam out of him ; 
Leaving his body as a Paradise, 
T'invelop and containe Celestiall Spirits. 
Never was such a sodaine Scholler made : 
Never came Reformation in a Flood, 
With such a heady currance scowring faults : 
Nor never /^/d^/i-headed Wilfulnesse 
So soone did loose his Seat ; and all at once ; 
As in this King. 

B'uh. Ely, We are blessed in the Change. 

Blsh, Cant. Heare him but reason in Divinitie ; 
And all-admiring, with an inward wish 
You would desire the King were made a Prelate : 
Heare him debate of Common-wealth Affiures ; 
You would say, it hath been all in all his study : 
List his discourse of Warre ; and you shall heare 
A fearefldl Battaile rendred you in Musique. 
Tume him to any Cause of PoUicy, 
The Gordian Knot of it he will unloose. 
Familiar as his Garter : that when he speakes. 
The Ayre, a Chartered Libertine, is still. 
And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens eares, 
To steale his sweet and honyed Sentences : 
So that the Art and Pradtique part of Life, 
Must be the Mistresse to this Theorique. 
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Which is a wonder how his Grace should gleane it. 

Since his addi6Hon was to Courses vaine. 

His Companies unletter'd, rude, and shallow. 

His Houres fill'd up with Ryots, Banquets, Sports ; 

And never noted in him any studie, 

Any retyrement, any sequestration, 

From open Haunts and Popularide. 

B, Ely. The Strawberry growes underneath the Nettle, 
And holesome Berryes thrive and ripen best. 
Neighboured by Fruit of baser qualide : - 

And so the Prince obscuPd his Contemplation 
Under the Veyle of Wildnesse, which (no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Grasse, ^stest by Night, 
Unseene, yet cressive in his facultie. 

B. Cant, It must be so ; for Miracles are ceast : 
And therefore we must needes admit the meanes. 
How things are perfeded. 

B, Ely. But my good Lord : 

How now for mittigadon of this Bill, 
Urg'd by the Commons ? doth his Majesde 
Incline to it, or no ? 

B, Cant, He seemes indifferent : 

Or rather swaying more upon our part, 
Then cherishing th'exhibiters against us : 
For I have made an offer to his Majesde, 
Upon our Spirituall Convocadon, 
And in regard of Causes now in hand. 
Which I have open'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater Summe, 
Then ever at one dme the Clergie yet 
Did to his Predecessors part withall. 

B. Ely, How did this offer seeme received, my Lord ? 

B, Cant. With good acceptance of his Majestie : 
Save that there was not time enough to heare. 
As I perceiv'd his Grace would hint have done, 
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The severalls and unhidden passages 
Of his true Titles to some certaine Dukedomes, 
And generally, to the Crowne and Seat of France, 
Deriv'd from Edtvard^ his great Grandfather. 

B, Ely. What was th'impediment that broke this, off? 

B, Cant. The French Embassador upon that instant 
Crav'd audience ; and the howre I thinke is come. 
To give him hearing : Is it foure a Clock ? 

B. Ely. It is. 

B, Cant. Then goe we in, to know his Embassie : 
Which I could with a ready guesse declare, 
Before the Frenchman speake a word of it. 

B. Ely. He wait upon you, and I long to heare it Exeunt. 

Enter the King^ Humfrey^ Bedford^ Clarence^ Warwick^ 

Westmerland^ and Exeter. 

King, Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 

Exeter. Not here in presence. 

King. Send for him, good Unckle. 

IVestm. Shall we call in th' Ambassador, ray Liege ? 

King. Not yet, ray Cousin : we would be resolv'd. 
Before we heare him, of some things of weight. 
That taske our thoughts, concerning us and France. 

Enter two Bishops. 

B, Cant, God and his Angels guard your sacred Throne, 
And make you long become it. 

King. Sure we thanke you. 

My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed. 
And justly and religiously unfold. 
Why the Law SaUe, that they have in France, 
Or should or should not barre us in our Clayme : 
And God forbid, my deare and faithfiill Lord, 
That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your reading. 
Or nicely charge your uoderstanding Soule, 

IV. M 
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With opening Titles miscreate, whose right 
Sutes not in native colours with the truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health. 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawne our Person, 
How you awake our sleeping Sword of Warre ; 
We charge you in the name of God take heed : 
For never two such Kingdomes did contend. 
Without much fall of blood, whose guiltlesse drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a sore Complaint, 
'Gainst him, whose wrongs gives edge unto the Swords, 
That makes such waste in briefe mortalities ^ 
Under this Conjuration, speake my Lord : 
For we will heare, note, and beleeve in heart, 
That what you speake, is in your Conscience washt. 
As pure as sinne with Bapdsme. 

A Can, Then heare me gracious Soveraign, & you Peers, 
That owe your selves, your lives, and services. 
To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 
To make against your Highnesse Clayme to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond^ 
In terram SaRcam MuReres ne tuccedanif 
No Woman shall succeed in SaUke Land : 
Which SaTtke Land, the French unjusdy gloze 
To be the Realme of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this Law, and Female Barre. 
Yet their owne Authors faithfully afHrme, 
That the Land SaTtke is in Germanie, 
Betweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elve ; 
Where Charles the Great having subdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and settled certaine French : 
Who holding in disdaine the German Women, 
For some dishonest manners of their life, 
Establisht then this Law ; to wit, No Female. 
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Should be Inheritrix in SaTtke Land : 

Which SaTtke (as I said) 'twixt £lve and Sala, 

Is at this day in Germanie, call'd Mnsen, 

Then doth it well appeare, the Sahkt Law 

Was not devised for the Realme of France : 

Nor did the French possesse the SaTtke Land, 

Untill foure hundred one and twentie yeeres 

After defundHon of King Pharamond^ 

Idly suppos'd the founder of this Law, 

Who died within the yeere of our Redemptiony 

Foure hundred twentie six : and Charles the Great 

Subdu'd the Saxons, and did seat the French 

Beyond the River Sala, in the yecrc 

Eight hundred five. Besides, their Writers say, 

King Peptn^ which deposed Childerikef 

Did as Heire Generall, being descended 

Of BTtthtld^ which was Daughter to King Chthairf 

Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France. 

Hugh Capet also, who usurpt the Crowne 

Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, sole Heire male 

Of the true Line and Stock of Charles the Great : 

To find his Title with some shewes of truth. 

Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 

Convey'd himselfe as th'Heire to th' Lady Lmgare^ 

Daughter to Charlemaine^ who was the Sonne 

To Lewes The Emperour, and Lewes the Sonne 

Of Charles the Great : also King Lewes the Tenth, 

Who was sole Heire to the Usurper Capet^ 

Could not keepe quiet in his conscience. 

Wearing the Crowne of France, 'till satisfied. 

That faire Queene Isahel^ his Grandmother, 

Was Lineall of the Lady Ermettgaref 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid Duke of Loraine : 

By the which Marriage, the Lyne of Charles the Great 

Was re-united to the CrQwne of France. 
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So, that as cleare as is the Summers Sunne, 
King Pephu Title, and Hugh Capets Claymey 
King Lewes his satisfaction, all appeare 
To hold in Right and Title of the Female : 
So doe the Kings of France unto this day. 
Howbeit, they would hold up this Salique Law, 
To barre your Highnesse clayming from the Female, 
And rather chuse to hide them m a Net, 
Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 
Usurpt from you and your Progenitors. 

Kmg, May I with right and conscience make this claim ? 

Bisb, Cant, The sinne upon my head, dread Soveraigne : 
For in the Booke of Numbers is it writ. 
When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 
Descend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your owne, unwind your bloody Flagge, 
Looke back into your mightie Ancestors : 
Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grandsires Tombe, 
From whom you clayme ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your Great Unckles, Edward the Black Prince, 
Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedie, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France : 
Whiles his most mightie Father on a Hill 
Stood smiling, to behold his Lyons Whelpe 
Forrage in blood of French Nobilide. 
O Noble English, that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces, the full pride of France, 
And let another halfe stand laughing by, 
All out of worke, and cold for adion. 

Bish, Awake remembrance of these valiant dead. 
And with your puissant Arme renew their Feats ; 
You are their Heire, you sit upon their Throne : 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them. 
Runs in your Veines : and my thrice-puissant Liege 
Is in the very May-Mome of his Youth, 
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Ripe for Exploits and mightie EDterprises. 

Exe, Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Doe all expe^, that you should rowse your selfe. 
As did the former Lyons of your Blood. 

West, They know your Grace hath cause, and noeans, and 
might ; 
So hath your Highnesse : never King of England 
Had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subjeds, 
Whose hearts have left their bodyes here in England, 
And lye pavillion'd in the fields of France. 

Bisb. Can, O let their bodyes follow my deare Liege 
With Bloods, and Sword and Fire, to win your Right: 
In ayde whereof, we of the Spirttualitie 
Will rayse your Highnesse such a mightie Summe, 
As never did the Clergie at one time 
Bring in to any of your Ancestors. 

King, We must not onely arme t'invade the French^ 
But lay downe our proportions, to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make roade upon us. 
With all advantages. 

Bub, Can, They of those Marches, gracious Soveraign, 
Shall be a Wall sufficient to defend 
Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 

King, We do not meane the coursing snatchers onely^ 
But feare the maine intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us : 
For you shall reade, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot, on his unfumisht Kingdome, 
Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach^ 
With ample and brim fulnesse of his force. 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot Assayes, 
Girding with grievous siege. Castles and Townes : 
That England being emptie of defence. 
Hath shooke and trembled at th'ill neighbourhood. 
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B. Can, She hath bin then nK)re fear'd then harm'dy my Liege : 
For heare her but exampl'd by her wsMt^ 
When all her Chevalrie hath been in France, 
And shee a mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
Shee hath her selfe not onely well defended. 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots : whom shee did send to France, 
To fill King Edwardt fame with prisoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayse. 
As is the Owse and bottome of the Sea 
With sunken Wrack, and sum-lesse Treasuries. 

Buh, Ely, But there's a saying very old and true. 
If thai you will France wu^ then with Scotland first begin. 
For once the Eagle (Elngland) being in prey, 
To her unguarded Nest, the Weazell (Scot) 
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Mouse in absence of the Cat, 
To tame and haTOcke more then she can eate. 

Exet. It followes then, the Cat must stay at home. 
Yet that is but a cnish'd necessity, 
Since we have lockes to safegard necessaries. 
And pretty traps to catch the petty theeres. 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th'advised head defends it selfe at home : 
For Goyemment, though high, and low, and lower. 
Put into parts, doth keepe m one consent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural close, 
Like Musicke. 

Coat, Therefore doth heaven divide 

The state of man in divers fimdions, 
SetUng endevour in continual motion : 
To which is fixed as an ayme or butt. 
Obedience : for so worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The Ad of Order to a peopled Kmgdoroe. 
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They have a King^ and OiBcers of sorts, 

Where some like Magistrates corred at home : 

Others, like Merchants venter Trade abroad : 

Others, like Souldiers armed in their slings, 

Make boote upon the Summers Velvet buddes : 

Which pillage, they with merry march bring home. 

To the Tent-royal of their Emperor 

Who busied iq his Majesties sunreyes 

The singing Masons building roofes of Gold, 

The civil Citizens kneading up the hony ; 

The poore Mechanicke Porters, crowding in 

Their heavy burthens at his narrow gate : 

The sad-ey'd Justice with his surly humme, 

Delivering ore to Executors pale 

The lazie yawning Drone : I this inferre, 

That many things having full reference 

To one consent, may worke contrariously. 

As many Arrowes loosed severall wayes 

Come to one marke : as many wayes meet in one towne. 

As many fresh streames meet in one salt sea ; 

As many Lynes close in the Dials center : 

So may a thousand anions once a foote, 

And in one purpose, and be all well borne 

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 

Divide your happy England into foure, 

Whereof, take you one quarter into Prance, 

And you withall shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we with thrice such powers left at home. 

Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogge, 

Let us be worried, and our Nation lose 

The name of hardinesse and policie. 

King. Call in the Messengers sent from the Dolphin. 
Now are we well resolved, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble sinewes of our power, 
France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 
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Or breake it all to peeces. Or there wee'l at, 

(Ruling in large and ample Emperiey 

Ore France, and all her (almost) Kingly Dukedomes) 

Or lay these bones in an unworthy Ume, 

Tomblesse, with no remembrance over them : 

Either our History shall with full mouth 

Speake freely of our Ads, or else our grave 

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tonguelesse mouth. 

Not worshipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enter Ambassadors of France, 
Now are we well prepared to know the pleasure 
Of our ^re Cosm Dolphin : for we heare. 
Your greeting is finom him, not finom the King. 

Amb. May't please your Majestie to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge : 
Or shall we sparingly shew you farre off 
The Dolphins meaning, and our Embassie. 

Kwg, We are no Tyrant, but a Christian King, 
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject 
As is our wretches fettred in our prisons. 
Therefore with firanke and with uncurbed plainnesse. 
Tell us the Dolphms minde. 

Amb, Thus than in few : 

Your Highnesse lately sending into France, 
Did claime some certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predecessor, King Edward the third. 
In answer of which claime, the Prince our Master 
Sayes, that you savour too much of your youth, 
And bids you be advis'd : There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne : 
You cannot revell into Dukedomes there. 
He therefore sends you meeter for your spirit 
This Tun of Treasure ; and in lieu of this, 
Desires you let the dukedomes that you claime 
Heare no more of you. This the Dolphin speakes. 
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King. What Treasure Uncle ? 

Exe. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Kin. We are glad the Dolphin is so pleasant with us. 
His Present, and your paines we thanke you for : 
When we have matcht our Rackets to these Balles, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a set. 
Shall strike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 
Tell him, he hath made a match with such a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of France will be disturbed 
With Chaces. And we understand him well. 
How he comes o're us with our wilder dayes, 
Not measuring what use we made of them. 
We never valew'd this poore seate of England, 
And therefore living hence, did give our selfe 
To barbarous license : As 'tis ever common, 
That men are merriest, when they are from home. 
But tell the Ddphm, I will keepe my State, 
Be like a King, and shew my sayle of Greatnesse, 
When I do rowse me in my Throne of France. 
For that I have layd by my Majesde, 
And plodded like a man for working dayes : 
But I will rise there with so full a glorie, 
That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 
Yea strike the Dolphin blinde ta looke on us. 
And tell the pleasant Prince, this Mocke of his 
Hath tum'd his balles to Gun-stooes, and his soule 
Shall stand sore charged, for the wastefull vengeance 
That shall flye with them : for many a thousand widows 
Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer husbands ; 
Mocke mothers from their sonnes, mock Castles downe : 
And some are yet ungotten and unbome. 
That shal have cause to curse the Dolphms scome. 
But this lyes all within the wil of God, 
To whom I do appeale, and in whose name 
Tel you the Dolphin^ I am comming on. 
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To yenge me as I may, and to put forth 

My rightfull hand in a wel-hallow'd cause. 

So get you hence in peace : And tell the Dolphin^ 

His jest will savour but of shallow wit, 

When thousands weepe more then did laugh at it. 

Convey them with safe condu^ Fare you welL 

Exiunt Ambassadors, 

Exe. This was a merry Message. 

King, We hope to make the Sender blush at it : 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre. 
That may give furtherance to our Expedition : 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save those to God, that runne before our businesse. 
Therefore let our proportions for these Warres 
Be soone collected, and all things thought upon, 
That may with reasonable swiftnesse adde 
More Feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doorc. 
Therefore let every man now taske his thought. 
That this faire Adion may on foot be brought. Exeunt, 

Flourish, Enter Chorus, 
Now all the Youth of England are on fire» 
And silken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thrive the Armorers, and Honors thought 
Reignes solely in the breast of every man. 
They sell the Pasture now» to buy the Horse ; 
Following the Mirror of all Christian Kings, 
With winged heeles, as English Mercuries. 
For now sits Expedation in the Ayre, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 
With Crownes Imperiall, Crownes and Coronets, 
Promised to Harry^ and his followers. 
The French advis'd by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadfiill preparation. 
Shake in their feare, and with pole Pollicy 
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Seeke to divert the English purpoaes. 

O England : Modell to thy inward Greatnesse, 

Like little Body with a mightie Heart : 

What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do. 

Were all thy children kinde and naturall : 

But see, thy fault France hath in thee found out, 

A nest of hollow bosomes, which he fiUes 

With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted men : 

One, Richard Earle of Cambridge^ and the second 

Henry Lord Scroope of Masham^ and the third 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) 

Confirm'd Conspiracy with fearefull France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings must dye. 

If Hell and Treason hold their promises. 

Ere he take ship for France ; and in Southampton. 

Linger your patience on, and wee'l digest 

Th'abuse of distance ; force a play : 

The summe is payde, the Traitors are agreed. 

The King is set from London, and the Scene 

Is now transported (Gentles) to Southampton, 

There is the Play-house now, there must you sit. 

And thence to France shall we convey you safe. 

And bring you backe : Charming the narrow seas 

To give you gentle Passe : for if we may, 

Wee'l not offend one stomacke with our May. 

But till the King come forth, and not till then, 

Unto Southampton do we shift our Scene. Extt. 

Enter CorporaU Nym^ and Lieutenant Bardoffe, 

Ban Well met Corporall Nynu 
Nym. Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe, 
Bar, What, are Ancient Pistol! and you j&iends yet ? 
Nym, For my part, I care not : I say little : but when time 
shall serve, there shall be smiles, but that shall be as it may. I 
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date DOC fight, but I will winke and boUe oitt nmie yroo : it is a 
tnnple ooe, but what tfao«g|i ? It wiD tostr Cheese, and k wiD 
eodBre cold, as another mans swofd wiD : and there's an end. 

Bar. I win bestow a break^Ht to make joa fiiendes, and weel 
bee aO three swome brothers to France: Let't be so good 
CorpofaD Nym. 

Njm, Faith, I will fire so long as I may, that's the ce nain e of 
it : and when I cannot fire any longer, I will doe as I may : 
That is my rest, that is the rendevoos of it. 

Bar. It is cewane Corporall, that he is marryed to NeO Qmcklp 
and cenaanhf she did yoo wroo^ for yoo were troth-pHght to 
her. 

Nym, I cannot telL Things most be as they may : men may 
sicepe, and they may hare their throats about them at that time, 
and some say, knives hare edges : It most be as it may, though 
patience be\a t3rred name, yet shee will plodde, there must be 
Cooclosioos, well, I cannot telL 

Entfr Piiiaff & Qmckfy. 

Bar. Heere comes Ancient P'uioU and his wife : good Cor- 
poral! be patient heere. How now mine Hoaste Putott? 

Put, Base Tyke, cal'st thou mee Hoste, now by this hand I 
sweare I scome the terme : nor shall my Nei keep Lodgers. 

Ifait. No by my troth, not long : For we cannot lodge and 
board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that live honestly by the 
pricke of their Needles, but it will bee thought we keepe a 
Bawdy-house straight. O welliday Lady, if he be not hewne 
now, we shall see wilfix] adultery and murther committed. 

Ban Good Lieutenant, good Corporall offer nothing heere. 

Nym, Fish. 

Piif, Pish for thee, Island dogge : thou prickeard cur of 
Island. 

NosL Good Corporall Nym shew thy valor, and put up your 
sword. 

Nym, Will you shogge offi I would have you solus. 
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Put. Solus, egregious dog \ O Viper vile ; The solus in thy 
most roervailous face, the solus in thy teeth, and in thy throate, 
and in thy hatefull Lungs, yea in thy Maw perdy ; and which is 
worse, within thy nastie mouth. I do retort the solus in thy 
bowels, for I can take, and Phiols cocke is up, and flashing fire 
will follow. 

Nym, I am not Barbason^ you cannot conjure mee : I have an 
humor to knocke you indifferently well : If you grow fowle with 
me Pistoll, I will scoure you with my Rapier, as I may, in fayre 
tearmes. If you would walke off, I would pricke your guts a 
litde in good tearmes, as I may, and that's the humor of it. 

PisK O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 
The Grave doth gape, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar, Heare me, heare me what I say : Hee that strikes the 
first stroake. He run him up to the hilts, as I am a soldier. 

Put, An oath of mickle might, and fury shall abate. Give me 
thy fist, thy fore-foote to me give : Thy spirites are most tall. 

Nym, I will cut thy throate one time or other in &ire termes, 
that is the humor of it. 

Putoil, Couple a gorge^ that is the word. I defie thee againe. 
O hound of Greet, think'st thou my spouse to get ? No, to the 
spitde goe, and from the Poudring tub of Infamy, fetch forth the 
Lazar Kite of Cresstds kinde, DoU Teare^sbeete^ she by name, and 
her espouse. I have, and I will hold the Quondam Qvkhely for 
the onely shee : and Pauca^ there's enough to go to. 

Enter the Boy, 

Boy, Mine Hoast Pistoll^ you must come to my Mayster, and 
your Hostesse : He is very sicke, & would to bed. Good Bar^ 
dolfe^ put thy face betweene his sheets, and do the Office of a 
Warming-pan : Faith, he's very iU. 

Bard, Away you Rogue. 

Hott, By my troth he'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one of these 
dayes : the King has kild his heart. Good Husband come home 
presently. Exit, 
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Bar. Come, shall I make you two friends. Wee must to 
France together: why the divel should we keep knives to cut 
one another! throats \ 

Put. Let floods ore-swell, and fiends for food howle on. 

Nynu Yott'l pay me the eight shillings I won of you at 
Betting? 

Put. Base is the Slave that payes. 

Njm. That now I wil have : that's the humor of it. 

Put. As manhood shal compound : push home. Draw. 

Bard. By this sword, hee that makes the first thrust. He kill 
him : By this sword, I wil. 

Pi. Sword is an Oath, & Oaths must have their course. 

Bar, Corporall Nym^ & thou wilt be friends be frends, and 
thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to : prethee put up. 

Pis. A Noble shalt thou have, and present pay, and Liquor 
likewise will I give to thee, and fnendshippe shall combyne, and 
brotherhood. He live by Nymme^ & Nymme shall live by me, is 
not this just? For I shal Sutler be unto the Campe, and 
profits will accrue. Give mee thy hand, 

Nym. I shall have my Noble ? 

Pist. In cash, most justly payd. 

Nym. Well, then that the humour oft. 

Enter Hosteue. 

Host. As ever you come of women, come in quickly to sir 
John : A poore heart, hee is so shak'd of a burning quotidian 
Tertian, that it is most lamentable to behold. Sweet men, come 
to him. 

Nym. The King hath run bad humors on the Knight, that's 
the even of it. 

Pist. Nym^ thou hast spoke the right, his heart is fra6led and 
corroborate. 

Nym. The King is a good King, but it must bee as it may : 
he passes some humors, and carreeres. 

Pist. Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambekins) we will 
live. 
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Enter Exeter^ Bedford^ ist Westmerland. 

Bed, Fore God his Grace is bold to trust these traitors. 

Exe, They shall be apprehended by and by. 

H^est, How smooth and even they do bear themselves. 
As if allegiance in their bosomes sate 
Crowned with faith, and constant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception, which they dreame not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath dull'd^and cloy'd with gracious favours ; 
That he should for a forraigne purse, so sell 
His Soveraignes life to death and treachery. Sound Trumpets. 

Enter the King^ Scrocfe^ Cambridge^ and Gray. 

King. Now sits the winde faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge^ and my kinde Lord of Masham. 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts : 
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with us 
Will cut their passage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the adte. 
For which we have in head assembled them. 

Scro. No doubt my Liege, if each man do his best. 

King. I doubt not that, since we are well perswaded 
We carry not a heart with us from hence. 
That growes not in a faire consent with ours : 
Nor leave not one behinde, that doth not wish 
Successe and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was Monarch better feaPd and lov'd. 
Then is your Majesty y there's not I thinke a subject 
That sits in heart-greefe and uneasinesse 
Under the sweet shade of your government. 

Knu True : those that were your Fathers enemies, 
Have steep'd their gauls in honey, and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty, and of zeale. 

King. We therefore have great cause of thankfulnes. 
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And shall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner then quittance of desert and merit. 
According to the weight and worthinesse. 

Scro, So service shall with steeled sinewes toyle. 
And labour shall refresh it selfe with hope 
To do your Grace incessant services. 

King. We Judge no lesse. Unkle of Exeter^ 
Inlarge the man conmiitted yesterday, 
That rayl'd against our person : We consider 
It was excesse of Wine that set him on, 
And on his more advice, We pardon him. 

Scro, That's mercy, but too much security : 
Let him be punish'd Soveraigne, least example 
Breed (by his sufferance) more of such a kind. 

King, O let us yet be mercifull. 

Cam, So may your Highnesse, and yet punish too. 

Grey. Sir, you shew great mercy if you give him life. 
After the taste of much corre^ion. 

King. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavy Orisons 'gainst this poore wretch : 
If little faults proceeding on distemper, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch our eye 
When capitall crimes, chew'd, swallow'd, and digested, 
Appeare before us ? Wee'l yet inlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge^ Scroope^ and Gray^ in their deere care 
And tender preservation of our person 
Wold have him punish'd. And now to our French causes, 
Who are the late Commissioners ? 

Cam, I one my Lord, 

Your Highnesse bad me aske for it to day. 

Scro, So did you me my Liege. 

Gray. And I my Royall Soveraigne. 

Kmg, Then Richard Earle of Cambridge^ there is yours : 
There yours Lord Scrocfe of Maiham, and Sir Knight : 
Gray of Northumberland^ this same is yours : 
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Reade them, and know I know your worthinease. 

My Lord of WestmerLmd^ and Unkle Exeter^ 

We will aboord to night Why how now Gentlemen ? 

What see you in those papers, that you loose 

So much complexion ? Looke ye how they change : 

Their cheekes are paper. Why, what reade you there. 

That have so cowarded and chac'd your blood 

Out of apparance. 

Cam. I do confesse my fault. 

And do submit me to your Highnesse mercy, 

Gray, Scro. To which we all appeale. 

King. The mercy that was quicke in us but late. 
By your owne counsaile is supprest and kilPd : 
You must not dare (for shame) to talke of mercy, 
For your owne reasons tume into your bosomes. 
As dogs upon their maisters, worrying you : 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, 
These English monsters : My Lord of Cambri^^e heere. 
You know how apt our love was, to accord 
To fiimish with all appertinents 
Belonging to his Honour \ and this man, 
Hath for a few light Crownes, lightly conspir'd 
And swome unto the practises of France 
To kill us heere in Hampton. To the which. 
This Knight no lease for bounty bound to Us 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewise swome. But O, 
What shall I say to thee Lord Scroope^ thou cruell, 
Ingratefiill, savage, and inhumane Creature ? 
Thou that didst beare the key of all my counsailes. 
That knew'st the very bottome of my soule. 
That (almost) might'st have coyn'd me into Golde, 
Would'st thou have pia^s'd on me, for thy use ? 
May it be possible, that fbrraigne hyer 
Could out of thee extrad one sparke of evill 
That might annoy my finger ? ^Tis so strange, 

IV. o 
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That though the truth of it stands off as grosse 

As blacke and white, my eye will scarsely see it. 

Treason, and murther, ever kept together, 

As two yoake divels swome to eythers purpose. 

Working so grossely in an naturall cause. 

That admiration did not hoope at them. 

But thou (gainst all proportion) didst bring in 

Wonder to waite on treason, and on murther : 

And whatsoever cunning fiend it was 

That wrought upon thee so preposterously. 

Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence : 

And other divels that suggest by treasons. 

Do botch and bungle up damnation. 

With patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 

From glist'ring semblances of piety : 

But he that tempered thee, bad thee stand up. 

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do treason, 

Unlesse to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 

If that same Dsemon that hath gull'd thee thus. 

Should with his Lyon-gate walke the whole world. 

He might retume to vastie Tartar backe, 

And tell the Legions, I can never wm 

A soule so easie as that Englishmans* 

Oh, how hast thou with jealousie infedcd 

The sweetnesse of affiance ? Shew men dutifuO, 

Why so didst thou : seeme ibey grave and learned ? 

Why so didst thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 

Why so didst thou. Seeme they religious ? 

Why so didst thou. Or are they spare in diet. 

Free from grosse passion, or of mirth, or anger. 

Constant in spirit, ix>t swerving with the blood, 

Gamish'd and deck'd in modest complement. 

Not working with the eye, without the eare. 

And but in purged judgement trusting neither. 

Such and so finely boulted didst thou 
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And thui thy fall hath left a kiade of blot, 
To make thee full fraught man, and ben indued 
With wme guspition, I will weepe for thee. 
For this revolt of thine, me thinkes is like 
Another fall of Man. Their faults are open. 
Arrest them to the answer of the Law, 
And God acquit them of their praftise*. 

Exe. I arrest thee of High Treason, by the name of Richard 
Earle of Cambriilge. 

I arrest thee of High Treason, by the name of Thomai Lord 
Scrooge of Martham. 

I arreit thee of High Treason, by the name of Tbomat Griy, 
Knight of Northumberland. 

Scro. Our purposes, God justly hath discover'd. 
And I repeat my fault more then my death. 
Which 1 beseech your Highnesse to forgive. 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Com. For me, the Gold of France did not ceducc. 
Although I did admit it as a motive. 
The sooner to effefl what I intended : 
But God be thanked for prevention. 
Which in sufferance heartily will rejoyee, 
Beseeching God, and you, to pardon mee. 

Croji. Never did faithfiiU BubjeA more rejoyee 
At the discovery of most dangerous Treason, 
Then I do at this houre joy ore my selfe. 
Prevented from a damned enterprize ; 
My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraigne. 

ICmg. God <]uit you in his mercy : Hear your sentence. 
You have conspir'd against Our Royall person, 
.loyn'd with an enemy pttxilaim'd, and from his CoiTcrs, 
Rcceyv'd the Golden Earnest of Our death : 
Whernn you would hare sold your King to slaughter, 
Hii Pnnces, and tiis Pecres to servitude. 
His Subjects to oppression, and contempt. 
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And his whole Kingdoroe inta desolation : 

Touching our person, seeke we no revenge. 

But we our Kingdomes safety must so render 

Whose mine you sought, that to her Lawes 

We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 

(Poore miserable wretches) to your death : 

The taste whereof, God of his mercy give 

You patience to endure, and true Repentance 

Of all your deare offences. Beare them hence. Exit. 

Now Lords for France : the enterprise whereof 

Shall be to you as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a faire and luckie Warre, 

Since God so graciously hath brought to light 

This dangerous Treason, lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now, 

But every Rubbe is smoothed on our way. 

Then forth, deare Countreymen : Let us deliver 

Our Puissance into the hand of God, 

Putting it straight in expedition. 

Chearely to Sea, the signes of Warre advance. 

No King of England, if not King of France. Flourish. 

Enter PistoU^ Nhn^ Bardtdph^ Boy^ and Hoiteiie. 

Hotteue. 'Prythee honey sweet Husband, let me bring thee to 
Staines. 

PiitolL No: for my manly heart doth erne. Bardo^^ be 
blythe : Mm, rowse thy vaunting Veines : Boy, brissle thy Cour- 
age up : for FaUtqffe hee is dead, and we must erne therefore. 

Bard Would I were with him, wheresomere hee is, eyther in 
Heaven, or in HelL 

Hastesse, Nay sure, hee's not in Hell : bee's in Arthurs 
Bosome, if ever man went to Arthurs Bosome : a made a finer 
end, and went away and it had beene any Christome Child : a 
parted ev'n just betweene Twelve and One, ev'n at the turning 
o'thHTyde : for after I saw him fumble with the Sheets, and play 
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with Flowers, and smile upon his fingers end, I knew there was 
but one way : for his Nose was as sharpe as a Pen, and a Table 
of greene fields. How now Sir John (quoth I ?) what man ? be 
a good cheare : so a cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure 
times : now I, to comfort him, bid him a should not thinke of 
God ; I hop'd there was no neede to trouble himselfe with any 
such thoughts yet : so a bad me lay more Clothes on his feet : I 
put my hand into the Bed, and felt them, and they were as cold 
as any stone : then I felt to his knees, and so up-peer'd, and up- 
ward, and all was as cold as any stone. 

Mm. They say he cryed out of Sack. 

Hojtesse, I, that a did. 

Bard, And of Women. 

Haitesse. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and said they were Devles incarnate. 

Woman, A could never abide Carnation, 'twas a Colour he 
never lik'd. 

Boy, A said once, the Devle would have him about Women. 

Hoitesse. A did in some sort (indeed) handle Women : but 
then hee was rumatique, and talk'd of the Whore of Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a saw a Flea sticke upon Bar^ 
dolphi Nose, and a said it was a blacke Soule burning in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the fiiell is gone that maintained that fire : that's 

all the Riches I got in his service. 

Nim. Shall wee shogg ? the King will be gone from South- 
ampton. 

Pitt, Come, let's away. My Love, give me thy Lippes: 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moveables : Let Sences rule : 
The world is. Pitch and pay : trust none : for Oathes are Strawes, 
mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-^st is the onely Dogge : 
My Ducke, therefore Cwoeto bee thy Counsailor. Goe, cleare thy 
Chrystalla. Yoke-fellowes in Armes, let us to France, Hke 
Horse-leeches my Boyes, to sucke, to sucke, the very blood to 
sucke. 

Boy. And that's but onwholesome food, they say. 
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Piitm A ooch her toit moutli^ 200 inarcli. 

Nim, I caoooc \amt^ dm it the humor of k: bat acfieii. 
Fist. Let Hotwilerie qipeaie : keepe dote, I thee c o mma u KL 
IluUiu. FarweO: acfieo. Exnmt. 

Fhrnrisb. 
Enier the Frmeb Kmg^ the D(tifbm, the Dukes of Berry emi 



Kmg. Thus comes the Eoglish with fuU power upon ui. 
And more then carefbUy it us cooccmet. 
To aotwer Royally in ons defences. 
There fore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaioe^ 
Of Bnbant and of Orieance, shall make forth. 
And yoo Prince Dolphin, with aU swift dispatch 
To lyne and new repayre vox Townes of Warre 
Widi men of courage, and with meanes definxLiot : 
For En^and his j^roaches makes as fierce^ 
As Waters to the socking of a Gulfe. 
It fhs OS then to be as pnnrident. 
As feare may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the firtall and negleded English, 
Upon our fields. 

D^hm. My most redoubted Father, 

It b most meet we arme us 'gainst the Foe : 
For Peace it selfe should not so dull a Kingdome, 
(Tbongb War nor no knowne Quarrel were in question) 
Bat that Defences, Musters, Preparations, 
Should be mainuin'd, assembled, and colleded. 
As were a Wane in expedation. 
Therefore I say, 'u» meet we all goe forth, 
To view the sick and feeUe parts of Fnmce : 
And let us doe it with no shew of feare, 
No, with no more, then if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitson Morris-dance : 
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For, my good Liege, shee is so idly Kiog'd, 
Her Scepter so phantattiolly borae. 
By a vaine giddie shallow humorous Youth, 
Thai feare attends her not. 

Cuml, O peace, Prince Dolpliio, 

You are too much minaken in this King : 
Question your Grace the late EmbaBnadore, 
With what great State he heard their Embasaie, 
How well supply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modest in exception ; and withall. 
How tcirible in constant resolution : 
And you shall find, his Vanities fore-spent. 
Were but the out-side of the Roman Braiai, 
Covering Discretion with a Coat of Folly j 
At Gardeners doe with Ordure hide those Roots 
That shall first spring, and be most delicate. 

Dolphin. Well, 'tis not so, my Lofd High Consuble. 
But though we thinlte it so, it is no matter ; 
Id cases of defence, 'tis best to weigh 
The Enemie more mightic then he seemn, 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd : 
Which of a weake and niggardly projeftion. 
Doth like a Miser spoyle his Coat, with scanting 
A little Cloth. 

King. Thinkc we King Harry itrong ; 

And Princes, lookc you strongly armc to meet him. 
The Kindmf of him hath beenc lleaht upon us : 
And he is bred out of that bloodie strotne, 
That haunted us in our familiar Pathei : 
Witnesse our too much memorable shame. 
When Cressy Battell fatally was stnictc. 
And ail our Princes captiv'd, by the hand 
Of that black Name, EdiuarJ, black Prince of Wales: 
Whiles that his Mountainc Sire, on Mountaine standing 
Up in the Ayrf, crown'd with the Golden Sunne, 
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Saw his Heroicall Seed, and sroil'd to see him 

Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface 

The Patternesy that by God and by French Fathers 

Had twentie yeeres been made. This is a Stem 

Of that Victorious Stock : and let us feare 

The Native mightinesse and fate of him. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Embassadors from Harry King of England, 
Doe crave admittance to your Majestie. 

King, Weele give them present audience. 
Goe, and bring them. 
You see this Chase is hotly followed, friends. 

Do^hin. Tume head, and stop pursuit : for coward Dogs 
Most spend their mouths, when what they seem to threaten 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soveraigne 
Take up the English short, and let them know 
Of what a Monarchie you are the Head : 
Selfe-love, my Liege, is not so vile a sinne. 
As selfe-negleding. 

Enter Exeter, 

King, From our Brother of England ? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majestie : 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie, 
That you devest your selfe, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories, that by gift of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 
To him and to bis Heires, namely the Crowne» 
And all wide-stretched Honors, that pertaine 
By Custome, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Unto the Crowne of France : that you may know 
'Tis no sinister, oor no awk-waid Clayme, 
Pickt from the worme-holes of long-vanisht dayes, 
Nor from the dust of old Oblivion rakt. 
He sends you this most memorable Lyne, 
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In erery Branch truly demonstrative ; 
Willing you over-looke this Pedigree : 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his most fam'd, of famous Ancestors, 
Edward the third; he bids you then resigne 
Your Crowne and Eiingdomey mdiredUy held 
From him, the Native and true Challenger. 

King, Or else what followes ? 

£xe. Bloody constraint : for if you hide the Crowne 
Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempest is he comming. 
In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a Jove : 
That if requiring faile, he will compell. 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the Crowne, and to take mercie 
On the poore Soules, for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vastie Jawes : and on your head 
Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Blood, the privy Maidens Groanes, 
For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 
That shall be swallowed in this Controversie. 
This is his Clayme, his Threatning, and my Message : 
Unlesse the Dolphin be in presence here ; 
To whom expressely I bring greeting to. 

King. For us, we will consider of this further : 
To morrow shall you beare our fidl intent 
Back to our Brother of England. 

Doi^. For the Dolphin, 

I stand here for him : what to him fh>m England ? 

Exe, Scome and defiance, sleight regard, contempt. 
And any thing that may not mis-become 
The mightie Sender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus sayes my Eling : and if your Fathers Highnesse 
Doe not, in graunt of all demands at laige. 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you sent his Majestie ; 
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Hee'le call you to so hot an Answer of it. 
That Caves and Wombie Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Trespas, and returne your Mock 
In second Accent of his Ordinance. 

Duifh. Say : if my Father render faiie returne. 
It is against my will : for I desire 
Nothing but Oddes with England. 
To that end, as matching to his Youth and Vanitie, 
I did present him with the Paris-Balls. 

Exc. Heele make your Paris Lover shake for it. 
Were it the Mistresse Court of mightie Europe : 
And be assur'd, you'le find a difference. 
As we his Subjedts have in wonder found, 
Betweene the promise of his greener dayes. 
And these he masters now : now he weighes Time 
Even to the utmost Graine : that you shall reade 
In your owne Losses, if he stay in France. 

Kmg. To morrow shall you know our mind at fiill. 

Flurnnshm 

Exe. Dispatch us with all speed, least that our King 
Come here himselfe to question our delay ; 
For he is footed m this Land already. 

King, You shalbe soone dispatcht, with faire conditions. 
A Night is but small breathe, and little pawse. 
To answer matters of this consequence. EmuuU. 



Adus Secundus. 



Fbmriib, Enter Chorus • 

Thus with imagtn'd wing our swift Scene flyes, 

In motion of no lesse celeritie then that of Thought. 

Suppose, that yon have seene 

The well-appointed King at Dover Peer, 

Embarke his Royakie : and his brave Fleet, 
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With nlkea Streamers, the young Phdiiii fayning ; 

Play with your Fandes : and in them behold. 

Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boycs climbing ; 

Heare the ahrill Whiitle, which doth order give 

To Kunds confiis'd : behold the threaden Sayles, 

Borne with th'inviBible and creeping Wind, 

Draw the huge Bottomea through the furrowed Sea, 

Brtating the loftie Surge, O, doe but thinke 

You (taod upon the Rivage, and behold 

A Gde on th'inconslant Billowea dauncing : 

For M appeares thia Fleet Majeaticall, 

Holding due course to Harflew, Follow, follow : 

Grapple your minds to nemage of this N^vie, 

And loave your England as dead Mid-night, still. 

Guarded with Grandnrei, fiabym, and old Women, 

Eyther past, or not aniv'd to pyth and puiiuncc : 

For who is he, whose Chin ia but enricht 

With one appearing Hayre, that will not follow 

These cull'd and choyse-drawne Cavaliers to France ? 

Worke, worke your Thoughts, and therein see a Siege 1 

Behold the Ordenance on their Carriages, 

With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew. 

Suppose th'Embassador from the French comes back : 

Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 

Kathtrint his Daughter, and with her to Dowrie, 

Some petty and unprofitable Dukedomcs. 

Tlie otier likes not : and the nimble Gunner 

With Lyosiock now the divellish Cannon touches, 

jilarum, and Chamhtrt got 6f, 
And downe goes all before them. Still be kind. 
And ecch out our performance with your mind. Exil. 



Enttr lit King, Exe. 



r, Bedford, and Gloacttter. jlhrum : Scaling 
L-ailderi al Harflew. 
into the Breach, 
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Deare friends, once more ; 

Or close the Wall up with our English dead : 

In Peace, there's nothing so becomes a man, 

As modest stillnesse, and humilitie : 

But when the blast of Wane blowes in our eares, 

Then imitate the adHon of the Tyger : 

Stiffen the sinewes, conmiune up the blood, 

Disguise faire Nature with hard-^vour'd Rage : 

Then lend the Eye a terrible aspect : 

Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 

Like the Brasse Cannon : let the Brow o'rewhelme it, 

As fearefully, as doth a galled Rocke 

O're-hang and jutty his confounded Base, 

Swiird with the wild and wastfuil Ocean. 

Now set the Teeth, and stretch the Nosthrill wide. 

Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 

To his full height. On, on, you Noblish English, 

Whose blood is set from Fathers of Warre-proofe : 

Fathers, that like so many Alexanders^ 

Have in these parts from Mome till Even fought^ 

And sheath'd their Swords, for lack of argument. 

Dishonour not your Mothers : now attest. 

That those whom you called Fathers, did beget you. 

Be Coppy now to me of grosser blood. 

And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 

Whose Lyms were made in England ; shew us here 

The mettell of your Pasture : let us sweare. 

That you are worth your breeding : which I doubt not : 

For there is none of you so meane and base, 

That hath not Noble luster in your eyes. 

I see you stand like Grey-hounds in the slips, 

Straying upon the Start. The Game's afoot : 

Follow your Spirit ; and upon this Charge, 

Cry, God for Hanjy England, and S. George. 

Alarum^ and Chamber s goe offl 
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Enter Nim^ Bardolphy Plstoll^ and Boy. 

Bard. Ooy on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the breach. 

Nm, 'Pray thee Corporall stay, the Knocks are too hot : and 
for mine owne part, I have not a Case of Lives : the humor of it 
is too hot, that is the very plaine-Song of it. 

Put. The plaine-Song is most just : for humors doe abound : 
Knocks goe and come : Gods Vassals drop and dye : and Sword 
and Shield, in bloody Field, doth winne immortall fame. 

Bay. Would I were in an Ale-house in London, I would give 
all my fame for a Pot of Ale, and safetie. 

Put, And I : If wishes would prevayle with me, my purpose 
should not fayle with me ; but thither would I high. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth sing on bough. 

Enter FlueUen. 

Fhi. Up to the breach, you Dogges ; avaunt you Cullions. 

Put, Be mercifull great Duke to men of Mould : abate thy 
Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, great Duke. 
Good Bawcock bate thy Rage : use lenitie sweet Chuck. 

Nim. These be good humors : your Honor wins bad humors. 

ExU. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these three Swashers : 
I am Boy to them all three, but all they three, though they would 
serve me, could not be Man to me ; for indeed three such 
Antiques doe not amount to a man : for Bardolfh^ hee is white- 
liver'd, and red-&c'd ; by the meanes whereof, a faces it out, but 
fights not : for PutolIU hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet 
Sword ; by the meanes whereof, a breakes Words, and keepes 
whole Weapons : for N'm^ hee hath heard, that men of fisw 
Words are the best men, and therefore hee scomes to say his 
Prayers, lest a should be thought a Coward : but his few bad 
Words are matcht with as few good Deeds ; for a never broke 
any mans Head but his owne, and that was against a Post, when 
he was drunke. They will steale any thing, and call it Purchase. 
Bardolpb stole a Lute-case, bore it twelve Leagues, and sold it 
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■or tunt fijm^ifCfL. i^tm aoa osrwrnfo vc sworac Drococn n 
flrJMg; and k Caiice they Mofe a jrenhpfcfl. I kaew bj tbtt 
pccce of Senrioe^ the mm woold cvij Coaks. Thej wouki 

vith BeBS Pockrtiu at tbar Gloves or tfaor 



Haod-lccfdierB : wfaidb mkcs Bsdi apmm. wj Manhood, if I 
Aoald take horn jo o th cf i Pocket, to pot ioto mine ; for k is 
pocket tiBg vp Ob W^roo^L I OHist leave thrm, aoa sene 
better Scnrice: their ViUany goes ^aiost waj weake 
momatkr, aod theiefofc I must cait it ly. Exk, 



Gtmer. CaptaiitP FJmdkm, joa most come pmendj to the 
Mjnes ; the Dnke of GloQcetter woold speake with yoo. 

Fb. To the Mjnes ? TcO yon the Dake^ it is oot so good to 
come to the Mjnes : for kK>ke yoo, the Mjnes is not according 
to the discipfines of the Wane ; the coocafities of it is not 
f ulBc i fnt : for kK>ke joo, th'athvenarie, joa maj discusse onto 
the Doke, lodbe joo, is <figt himsdie fonre jard nnder the Counter- 
nnnes : bj Cbesbm^ I thinke a will plowe op all, if there is not 
better (firedioos. 

Gower. The Doke of Gloocesler, to whom the Order of the 
Siege is gifen,is altogether direded bj an Irish man, a rerj 
?altaot Gentleman jnuth. 

fFdeb. It is Captaine Makmortke^ is it not ? 

Gower, I thinke it be. 

fFdek By Cbabu he is an Asse, as m the Worid, I will 
rerifie as much in his Beard : he ha's no more diredioos in the 
true disciplines of the Wanes, looke yon, of the Roman dis- 
dpKneSy then b a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Makmorrice^ and Ci^Uane Jamy. 

Gowir, Here a comes, and the Scots Captaine, Captaine Jamj^^ 
with him. 

H^ikhn Captaine Jamy is a manrelloiis &loroiis Gentleman, that 
is certatni and of great expedition and knowledge in th'aunchiant 
Warrei^ upon my particular knowledge of his diredions: by 
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Cbtibu be will nuintaine his Argument as well m any Militarie 
man in the World, in the <Usciplines of the PnMme Warres of the 
Romans. 

Scot, I «ay gudday, Capiaine Flutttm. 

Welch, Goddcn to your Worship, good Captaine Jamij. 

Goiver. How now Captaine Mackmorricc, have you t^uit the 
Mynee : have the Pioner> given o'rc. 

Jriib, By Chriah Law tish ill done : the Worke i«h give over, 
the Trompet sound the RetreaL By ray haad I swearc, and my 
fachere Soulc, the Worke t&h ill done ; it lah give over : I would 
have blowed up the Towne, to Chriah save rae law, in an houre. 
O ti>h ill done, tiah ill done : by my Hand dsh ill dooe. 

IVelch. Captaiae Macimorncr, I beaeech you now, will you 
voutaafe me, loolte you, a few disputalionB with you, as partly 
touching or concerning the disciplines of the Wane, the Roman 
Warrca, in the way of Argument, looke you, and friendly com- 
munication : partly to satiafie my Opinion, and partly for the 
satiifaflion, looke you, of my Mind : as touching the direflion of 
ihe Miliurie discipline, that is the Point, 

Scot, It sail be vary god, gud feith, gud Captens bath, and I 
■all <]uit you with gud leve, as I may pick occasion : that sail I 
niary. 

Irith. It is no lime to discourse, so Chriah save me ; the day 
is hot, and the Weather, and the Warres, and the King, and the 
Dukea ; it is no time to diacourse, the Town is beseech'd : and 
tlie Trumpet call us to the breech, and we talkc, and be Chnsh 
do nothing, tis shame for us all : so God sa'me tis shame to stand 
still, it is ahame by my hand: and there ia Throats to be cut, 
and Worke* to be dooe, and there ish nothmg dooe, so Christ 

Scat. By the Mes, ere theise eyes of mine take iheraielvet to 
slotnber, ayle de gud service, or He ligge i'ch'grund for it ; ay, or 
goe 10 death : and He pay't as valorouily as I m^y, (liat sat I 
■ucriy do, that is the brefT and the long : mary, I wad full faine 
heard tome question tween you tway. 
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IVelch. Ci^taine Mackmorrice^ I thinke, looke you, under your 
correAion, there is not many of your Nation. 

Irish. Of my Nation ? What ish my Nation ? Ish a Villaine, 
and a Basterd, and a Knave, and a Rascal!. What ish my 
Nation ? Who talkes of my Nation ? 

Welch. Looke yo«i^ if you take the matter otherwise then is 
meant, Captaine Mackmorricey peradventure I shall thinke you doe 
not use me with that afiabilitie, as in discretion you ought to use 
me looke you, being as good a man as your selfe, both in the 
disciplines of Wane, and in the derivation of my Birth, and in 
other particularities. 

Irish. I doe not know you so good a man as my selfe : so 
Chrish save me, I will cut off your Head. 

Gower. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each other. 

Scot A, that's a foule fault. A Parley. 

Gower. The Towne sounds a Parley. 

Welch. Captaine Machnorrice^ when there is more better 
opportunitic to be required, looke you, I will be so bold as to 
tell you, I know the disciplines of Warre : and there is an end. 

Exit. 

Enter the King and aU his Traine before the Gates, 

King. How yet resolves the Govemour of the Towne ? 
This is the latest Parle we will admit : 
Therefore to our best mercy give your selves. 
Or like to men prowd of dettru6tion, 
Defic OS to our worst : for as I am a Souldier, 
A Name that in my thoughts becomes me best ; 
If I begin the batt'rie once againe, 
I will not leave the halfe-atchieved Harflew, 
Till in her ashes she lye buryed. 
The Gates of Mercy shall be all shut up, 
And the flesh'd Souldier, rough and hard of beait. 
Id Hbertie of bloody hand, shall raunge 
With Conscience wide as Hell, mowing like Giasse 
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Your fresh faire Virginsy and your flowring Id^du. 

What is it then to me, if impious Warre, 

Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 

Doe with his smyrcht complexion all fell feats, 

Enlynckt to wast and desolation ? 

What is't to me, when you your selves are cause. 

If your pure Maydens hM into the hand 

Of hot and forcing Violation ? 

What Reyne can hold licentious Wickednesse, 

When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere ? 

We may as bootlesse spend our vaine Command 

Upon th'enraged Souldiers in their spoyle. 

As send Precepts to the Leviathan^ to come ashore. 

Therefore, you men of Harflew, 

Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 

Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 

Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 

O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 

Of headly Murther, Spoyle and Villany. 

If not : why in a moment looke to see 

The blind and bloody Souldier, with foule hand 

Desire the Locks of your shrill-shriking Daughters : 

Your Fathers taken by the silver Beards, 

And their most reverend Heads dasht to the Walls : 

Your naked Infants spitted upon Pykes, 

Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd. 

Doe breake the Clouds ; as did the Wives of Jewry, 

At Herodi bloody-hunting slaughter-men. 

What say you ? Will you yeeld, and this avoyd i 

Or guiltie in defence, be thus destroy'd. 

Enter Govemoitr. 

Cover. Our expedation hath this day an end : 
The Dolphin, whom of Succoun we entreated, 
Retumes us, that his Powers are yet not ready, 

IV. t 



2 26 The Life cf Henry the Ftft. acto. 

To layie to great a Siege : Therefore great King, 
We yedd our Towne and Liret to diy aolt Mercy : 
Enter our Gatesy di^>oae of as and oan, 
¥ar we no longer are defiauible. 

Kmg. Open your Gates : Come Unckle Exeter, 
Goe yoQ and enter Harflew; tbere remaine. 
And fbrdfie it strongly 'gainst the French : 
Use mercy to them all for os, deare Unckk. 
The Winter comming on, and Sicknesse growing 
Upon oar Sooldiersy we wiU retyre to Calis. 
To night in Harflew wiU we be yoar Goest, 
To morrow for the March are we addrest. 

Flourub^ and enUr the To^mu. 

Enter Katberine and an old Gentlevfoman. 

Katbe, Alice^ tu at esU en AngleUm^ H tu hien parlas le 
Language. 

jiBce. En pen Madame. 

Katb, Je te frie m*eniigme%, U faut q»e je apprend a fatien: 
Comient appeUe vaui le main en Jinglois, 

jiBce. Le mam il isf appdle de Hand 

Katb. DeHand 

AUce. E le dojU, 

KaU Le doyUf ma foy Je oiMe^ e dojt mayi^je me souemeray le 
doytsje pense quails ont appdle dejmgree, on deJSngrei. 

ASce, Le mam de Hand, le dojU le Fingree^je pente que je ime 
le bon eecboSer. 

Katb. J'ay gajnie (Sux mote d* Anglou vutemenl^ content appdle 
voui le onglei f 

ABce. Le onglet^ lei appdkns de Nayles. 

Katb. De Naylee eecoute : Mtee mcy, is je parle bien : de Handy 
de Fingreiy e de Naylei. 

AUce. C^eit lien £3 Madame^ U iy fort bon Angloii. 

Katb. Ditei moy I* Angloii pour le brai. 

Alice. De Amu^ Madame. 
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Kath. E di coudee, 

jiRce. D'E&ow. 

Kath. D^EWaw : Je nun fay It replttclo de touts hi mots que 
vout maveSf apprnu det a present. 

AUce. II 6^ trop difficile Madame^ comme Je pense. 

Kath. Excuse moy Ahce escoute^ d*Hand^ de Ftngre^ de Nayles^ 
d'Amutf de Bi&ow, 

Alice, D^EWoWf Madame, 

Kath, Sagneur Dieu, je men oubUe d'E&ow^ coment appelle 
vous le col, 

Ahce, De Nici^ Madame, 

Kath, De Ntck, e le menton, 

ASce. De Clm. 

Kath. De Sin : le col de Nici^ le menton de Sin, 

ASce, Ouy, Saufvostre honneur en verite vous pronouncies les 
mots oust droiS^ que le Natifs d* AngUterre, 

Kath, Je ne doute point d^e^prendre par de grace de Dieu^ Isf 
en peu de ten^. 

Ahce, N^ave vos j desia oubBe ce queje vous a ensignie, 

Kath, Nomeje recitera a vous promptement^ d*Hand^ de Fingre^ 
de Mcpflees. 

AUce, De Nayles^ Madame. 

Kath. De Nayles^ de Arme^ de Ilhow, 

Alice, Sans vostre honeus d*E&ow, 

Kath, Ainsi de je d^ElboWf de Nick, ia^ de Sin: coment appette 
vous les pied ^ de roba, 

Ahce, Le Foot Madame^ isf le Count, 

Kath, Le Foot^ 6^ U Count : Setgnieur Dieu^ il sont le mots 
de son mauvau corruptive grosse ist impuSque^ iy non pour le 
Dames de Honeur denser : Je ne voudray pronouncer ce mots devant 
le Seigneurs de France^ pour toute le monde^fo le Foot (5* le County 
neant moys, Je recitera un atUrefoys ma lectm ensembe^ d^Hand^ de 
Fmgre, de Nayles^ d*Arme^ d^Elbow^ de Nici, de Sin, de Foot, le 
Count, 

ASce. Excellent Madame. 

Kath, C*est asses pour unefoyes^ ohms nous a diner. Exit. 
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Enter the King of France^ the DolpUn^ the Corns tabic of Fraau 

and other s. 

King* Tis certaiDe he hath past the River Some. 

Const, And if he be not foaght withall, mj Lord, 
Let us not lire in France : kt us quit all. 
And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People. 

Doiph. Dieu vroant : Shall a few Sprayes of as. 
The empt3ring of our Fathers Luxurie, 
Our SyenSy put in wilde and sarage Stock, 
Spirt up so suddenly into the Clouds, 
And over looke their Grafters ? 

Brit. Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman bastards : 
Mort du ma vie^ if they march along 
Unfought withall, but I will sell my Dukedoroe, 
To buy a slobbry and a durtie Farme 
In that nooke-shotten He of Albion. 

Const, Dieu de Battaiies^ where have they thb mettell ? 
Is not their Clymate foggy, raw, and dull ? 
On whom, as in despight, the Sunne lookes pale. 
Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can sodden Water, 
A Drench for sur-reyn'd Jades, their Barly broth, 
Decodt their cold blood to such valiant heat ? 
And shall our quick blood, spirited with Wine, 
Seeme frostie ? O, for honor of our Land, 
Let us not hang like roping Isyckles 
Upon our Houses Thatch, whiles a more frostie People 
Sweat Drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields : 
Poore we caM them, in their Native Lords. 

Dolphin. By Faith and Honor, 
Our Madames mock at us, and plainely say. 
Our Mettell is bred out, and they will give 
Their bodyes to the Lust of English Youth, 
To new-store France with Bastard Warriors. 

Brit, They bid us to the English Dancing-Schoolet, 
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And teach Lavoltiis high^ and swift Carranto^i^ 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heeles, 
And that we are most loftie Run-awayes. 

King* Where is Montjoy the Herald ? speed him hence. 
Let him greet England with our sharpe defiance. 
Up Princes, and with spirit of Honor edged, 
More sharper then your Swords, high to the field : 
Charles Ddabreth^ High Constable of France, 
You Dukes of Orleance^ Burbon^ and of Berry^ 
AlansoHy Brabant^ Bar, and Burgofiu^ 
Jaquet ChattUIum^ Rambureif F'andemontf 
Beumonif Grand Pree^ Rousst^ and Faulconbridge^ 
Loysy Lestrale^ Bouciqually and Charaloyes^ 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings : 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great shames : 
Barre Harry England, that sweepes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : 
Rush on his Hoast, as doth the melted Snow 
Upon the Valleyes, whose low Vassall Seat, 
The Alpes doth spit, and void his rhewme upon. 
Goe downe upon him, you have Power enough, 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Prisoner. 

Const This becomes the Great, 

Sorry am I his numbers are so few. 
His souldiers sick, and famisht in their March : 
For I am sure, when he shall see our Army, 
Hee'le drop his heart into the sinck of feare, 
And for atchievement, offer us his Ransome. 

King. Therefore Lord Constable, hast on Montjoy^ 
And let him say to England, that we send, 
To know what willing Ransome he will give. 
Prince Dolphin^ you shall stay with us in Roan. 

Ddfih. Not to, I doe beseech your Majestie. 

King, Be patient, for you shall remaine with us. 



/ 
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Now forth Lord Constable, and Princes all, 

And quickly bring us word of Englands fall. Exeunt. 

Enter Captahus^ English and Weieh^ Gower amd FlueBen, 

Gofver. How now Captaine FiueHen^ come you from the 
Bridge? 

Flu, I assure you, there is very excellent Services committed 
at the Bridge. 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter safe ? 

Flu, Tlie Duke of Exeter is as magnaninx>u8 as Agamemnon^ 
and a man that I love and honour with my soule and my hearty 
and my dutie, and my live, and my living, and my uttermost 
power. He is not, God be praysed and blessed, any hurt in the 
World, but keepes the Bridge most valiantly, with excellent cfis- 
dpline. Tliere is an aunchient Lieutenant there at the Fridge, I 
thinke 10 my very conscience hee is as valiant a man as Marke 
Anthony, and bee is a man of no esdmation m the Worlds but I 
did see him doe as gallant service. 

Gower, What doe you call him ? 

Flu, Hee is call'd aunchient PistoH. 

Gower. I know him not 

Enter PutoH 

Flu. Here is the man. 

Piit, Captaine, I thee beseech to doe me favours ; the Duke 
of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu. I, I prayse God, and I have merited some love at his 
hands. 

Pist. Bardolphf a Souldier firme and sound of heart, and of 
buxome valour, hath by cruell Fate, and giddie Fortunes furious 
fickle Wheele, that Goddesse blind, that stands upon the rolling 
restlesae Stone. 

Flu, By your patience, aunchient Piitoll: Fortune is painted 
blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to signifie to you, that 
Fortune is blinde ; and shee is painted also with a Wheele, to 
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signifie to you, which is the Morall of it, that shee is turning and 
inconstant, and mutabilitie, and yariation : and her foot, looke you, 
is fixed upon a Sphericall Stone, which rowles, and rowles, and 
rowles : in good truth, the Poet makes a most excellent description 
of it : Fortune is an excellent Morall. 

Put, Fortune is Bardolpbi foe, and frownes on him : for he 
hath stolne a Pax, and hanged must a be : a damned death : let 
Gallowes gape for Dogge, let Man goe free, and let not Hempe his 
Wind-pipe suffocate : but Exeter hath given the doome of death, 
for Pax of little price. Therefore goe speake, the Duke will 
heare thy voyce ; and let not Bardolpbs vitall thred bee cut with 
edge of Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Captaine for 
his Life, and I will thee requite. 

Fill. Aunchient PlttoSf I doe partly understand your meaning. 

Piit, Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Fht, Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thing to rejoyce at : for 
if, looke you, he were my Brother, I would desire the Duke to 
use his good pleasure, and put him to execution ; for discipline 
ought to be used. 

Put, Dye, and be dam'd, and Figo for thy friendship. 

Flu. It is well. 

PUt. The Figge of Spaine. £xit. 

Flu. Very good. 

Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rascall, I remember 
him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purse. 

Flu* lie assure you, a utt'red as piaye words at the Pridge, as 
you shall see in a Summers day : but it is very well : what be 
ha's spoke to me, that is well I warrant you, when time is serve. 

Gower. Why, 'tis a Gull, a Foole, a Rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Warres, to grace himselfe at his retume into 
London, under the forme of a Souldier : and such fellowes are 
perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and they will leame you 
by rote where Services were done ; at such and such a Sconce, at 
such a Breach, at such a Convoy : who came off bravely, who 
was shot, who ctisgrac'd, what termes the Enemy stood on : and 
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this they conne perfidy in the phrase of Wane ; which they tricke 
up with new-tuned Oathes : and what a Beard of the Generalls 
Cut, and a horride Sute of the Campe, will doe among fbming 
Botdes, and Ale-washt Wits, is wonderfull to be thought on : but 
you must leame to know such slanders of the age, or else you may 
be marvellously mistooke. 

Flu. I tell you what, Captaine Gower : I doe perceive hee is 
not the man that hee would gladly make shew to the World hee 
is : if I finde a hole in his Coat, I will tell him my minde : hearke 
you, the King is comming, and I must speake with him from the 
Pridge. 

Drum ami Colours, Enter the King and bis poore Souldiers» 

Flu, God plesse your Majesue. 

King. How now Fluellen^ cam'st thou from the Bridge ? 

Flu, I, so please your Majestie : The Duke of Exeter ha's 
vety gallandy maintain'd the Pridge ; the French is gone off, 
looke you, and there is gallant and most prave passages : marry, 
th'athversarie was have possession of the Pridge, but he is enforced 
to retyre, and the Duke of Exeter is Master of the Pridge : I can 
tell your Majestie, the Duke is a prave man. 

Ktng, What men have you lost, FluelUn ? 

Flu. The perdidon of th'athversarie hath beene very great, 
reasonnable great : marry for my part, I thinke the Duke hath lost 
never a man, but one that is like to be executed f(fr robbing a 
Church, one Bardolfh^ if your Majesde know the man : his face 
is all bubukles and whelkes, and knobs, and flames a fire, and his 
lippes blowes at his nose, and it is like a coale of fire, somedmes 
plew, and somedmes red, but his nose is executed, and his fire's out. 

Ktng, Wee would have all such ofifendors so cut off: and we give 
expresse charge, that in our Marches through the Countrey, there 
be nothing compell'd from the Villages ; nothing taken, but pay'd 
for : none of the French upbrayded or abused in disdainefull Lan- 
guage ; for when Levide and Cruelde play for a Kingdomc, the 
gender Gamester is the soonest winner. 
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Tucket. Enter Mountjoj, 

Mountjoy, You know roe by my habit. 

Kmg. Well then, I know thee : what ahall I know of thee I 

Moim^oy, My Masters mind. 

King. Unfold it. 

Mounfjty, Thus sayes my King : Say thou to Harry of Eng- 
land, Though we seero'd dead, we did but sleepe : Advantage is 
a better Souldier then rashnesse. Tell him, wee could have re- 
buk'd him at Harflewe, but that wee thought not good to bruise 
an injurie, till it were fiill ripe. Now wee speake upon our Q^ 
and our yoyce is imperiall : England shall repent his folly, see his 
weakenesse, and admire our sufierance. Bid him therefore consider 
of his ransome, which must proportion the losses we have borne, 
the subjects we have lost, the disgrace we have digested ; which 
in weight to re-answer, his pettinesse would bow under. For our 
losses, his Exchequer is too poore ; for th'efFusion of our bloud, 
the Muster of his Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our dis- 
grace, his owne person kneeling at our feet, but a weake and 
worthlesse satisfadHon. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
conclusion, he hath betrayed his followers, whose condemnation 
is pronounc't : So ^rre my King and Master ; so much my 
Office. 

King. What is thy name ? I know thy qualitie. 

Mount. Afountjoy. 

King. Thou doo'st thy Office ^rely. Tume thee back, 
And tell thy King, I doe not seeke him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Callice, 
Without impeachment : for to say the sooth. 
Though 'tis DO wisdome to confesse so much 
Unto an enemie of Craft and Vantage, 
My people are with sicknesse much enfeebled, 
My numbers lessened : and those few I have, 
Almost no better then so many French ; 
Who when they were in healdi, I tell thee Herald, 
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1 thought, upon one payre of English Legges 

Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive roe God, 

That I doe bragge thus ; this your ayre of France 

Hath Uowne that vice in me. I must repent : 

Go therefore tell thy Master, heere I am ; 

My Ransome, is this frayle and worthlesse Trunke ; 

My Army, but a weake and sickly Guard : 

Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 

Though France himselfe, and such another Neighbor 

Stand in our way. There's for thy labour Mounijcy. 

Goe bid thy Master well advise himselfe. 

If we may passe, we will : if we be hindred, 

We shall your tawnie ground with your red blood 

Discolour : and so Mountjoy^ fare you well. 

The summe of all our Answer is but this : 

We would not seeke a Battaile as we are. 

Nor as we are, we say we will not shun it : 

So tell your Master. 

Mount, I shall deliver so : Thankes to your Highnesae. 

Glouc. I hope they will not come upon us now. 

King, We are in Gods hand. Brother, not in theirs : 
March to the Bridge, it now drawes toward night. 
Beyond the River wee'le encampe our selves, 
And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt. 

Enter the Conitable of France^ the Lord RamBurs^ Orleance^ 

Dolphin^ with others. 

Const, Tut, I have the best Armour of the World : would it 
were day. 

Orleance, You have an excellent Armour : but let my Horse 
have his due. 

Const, It is the best Horse of Europe. 

Orleance, Will it never be Morning ? 

Dolfh, My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High Constable, 
you talke of Horse and Armour \ 
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Orleance, You are as well provided of both, as any Prince in 
the World. 

Dolfhn What a long Night is this ? I will not change my 
Horse with any that treades but on foure postures : ch'ha : he 
bounds from the Earth, as if his entrayles were hayres : U Cbeval 
volaniCf the Pegasus, ches Itj narlnes de feu. When I bestryde 
him, I soare, I am a Hawke : he trots the ajrre : the Earth sings, 
when he touches it : the basest home of his hoofe, is more 
Musicall then the Pipe of Hermes, 

Orleance, Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beast for 
Perseus : hee is pure Ayre and Fire ; and the dull Elements of 
Earth and Water never appeare in him, but only in patient still- 
nesse while his Rider mounts him : hee is indeede a Horse, and 
all other Jades you may call Beasts. 

Const, Indeed my Lord, it is a most absolute and excellent 
Horse. 

Dolpb, It is the Prince of Palfi^yes, his Neigh is like the 
bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces Homage. 

Orleance. No more Cousin. 

Dolph, Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot firom the rising 
of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe, varie deserved prayse 
on my Palfray : it is a Theame as fluent as the Sea : Tume the 
Sands into eloquent tongues, and my Horse is aigument for them 
all: 'tis a subject for a Soveraigne to reason on, and for a 
Soveraignes Soveraigne to ride on : And for the Worid, familiar 
to us, and unknowne, to lay apart their particular Fundtions, and 
wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayse, and began 
thus, Wonder of Nature. 

Orleance. I have heard a Sonnet begin so to ones Mistresse. 

Dolph. Then did they imitate that whith I compos'd to my 
Courser, for my Horse is my Mistresse. 

Orleance. Your Mistresse beares well. 

Dolph, Me well, which is the prescript prayse and perfedtion of 
a good and particular Mistresse. 
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Const. Nay, for me thought yesterday your Mistresse shrewdly 
shooke your back. 

Dolfh, So perhaps did yours. 

Const, Mine was not bridled. 

Dolph. O then belike she was old and gentle, and you rode 
like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hose off, and in your strait 
Stroffers. 

Const. You have good judgement in Horsemanship. 

Doipb, Be wam'd by me then : they that ride so, and ride not 
warily, fall into foule Boggs : I had rather have my Horse to my 
Mistresse. 

Const. I had as live have my Mistresse a Jade. 

Dolfh. I tell thee Constable, my Mistresse weares his owne 
hayre. 

Const. I could make as true a boast as that, if I had a Sow to 
my Mistresse. 

Dolpb. Le cbUn est retourne a son propre vomlssement est la leuye 
lavee au bourhiar : thou mak'st use of any thing. 

Const. Yet doe I not use my Horse for my Mistresse, or any 
such Proverbe, so little kin to the purpose. 

Ramb, My Lord Constable, the Armour that I saw in your 
Tent to night, are those Starres or Sunnes upon it ? 

Const. Starres my Lord. 

Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope. 

Const. And yet my Sky shall not want 

Dolph. That may be, for you beare a many superfluously, and 
'twere more honor some were away. 

Const, Ev'n as your Horse beares your prayses, who would 
trot as well, were some of your bragges dismounted. - 

Ddph, Would I were able to loade him with his desert Will 
it never be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, and my way shall 
be paved with English Faces. 

Const. I will not say so, for feare I should be fac't out of my 
way : but I would it were morning, for I would faine be about 
the eares of the English. 
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Ramb. Who will goc to Hazard with me for twentie 
Prisoners ? 

Const, You must first goe your selfe to hazard, ere you have 
them. 

Dolph. Tis Mid-nighty He goe arme my selfe. Exit, 

Orleance. The Dolphin longs for morning. 

Ramb, He longs to eate the English. 

ContL I thinke he will eate all he kills. 

Orleance. By the white Hand of my Lady, hee's a gallant 
Prince. 

Cofut, Sweare by her Foot, that she may tread out the Oath. 

Orleance, He is simply the most active Gentleman of France. 

Const. Doing is a^Hvitiey and he will still be doing. 

Orleance. He never did harme, that I heard of. 

Const, Nor will doe none to morrow : hee will keepe that good 
name stilL 

Orleance. I know him to be valiant. 

Const. I was told that, by one that knowes him better then 
you. 

Orleance. What's hee? 

Const. Marry hee told me so himselfe, and hee sayd hee car'd 
not who knew it. 

Orleance. Hee needes not, it is no hidden vertue in him. 

Const. By my faith Sir, but it is : never any body saw It, but 
his Lacquey : 'tis a hooded valour, and when it appeares, it will 
bate. 

Orleance. Ill will never sayd welL 

Const. I will cap that Proverbe with, There is flatterie in 
friendship. 

OrUanci. And I will take up that with, Give the Devili his 
due. 

Const. Well plac't : there stands your friend for the Devili : 
have at the very eye of that Proverbe with, A Pox of the Devili. 

Orleance. You are the better at Proverfat, by bow much a Fooles 
Bolt is soone shot. 
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Const, You have shot over. 

Orleaace, 'Tis not the first time you were over-shot. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. My Lord High Constable, the English lye within 
fifteene hundred paces of your Tents. 

Const. Who hath measured the ground ? 

Mess, The Lord Grandfree. 

Const, A valiant and most expert Gentleman. Would it were 
day ? Alas poore Harry of England : hee longs not for the 
Dawning, as wee doe. 

Orleance, What a wretched and peevish fellow is this King of 
England, to mope with his fat-brain'd followers so farre out of his 
knowledge. 

Const, If the English had any apprehension, they would runne 
away. 

Orleance. That they lack : for if their heads had any intellec- 
tuall Armour, they could never weare such heavie Head-pieces. 

Rami, That Iland of England breedes very valiant Creatures ; 
their Mastifies are of unmatchable courage. 

Orleance, Foolish Curres, that runne winking into the mouth 
of a Russian Beare, and have their heads crusht like rotten Apples: 
you may as well say, that's a valiant Flea, that dare eate his 
breake&st on the Lippe of a Lyon. 

Const, Just, just : and the men doe sympathize with the Mas- 
tifies, in robustious and rough comming on, leaving their Wits 
with their Wives : and then give them great Meales of Beefe, 
and Iron and Steele ; they will eate like Wolves, and fight like 
Devils. 

Orleance, I, but these English are shrowdly out of Beefe. 

Const, Then shall we finde to morrow, they have only stomackes 
to eate, and none to fight. Now it is time to arme : come, shall 
we about it ? 

Orleance, It is now two a Clock : but let me see, by ten Wee 
shall have each a hundred English men. Exeunt, 
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ASltu Tertius. 

Chorus. 

Now entertaine conje6hire of a time. 

When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 

Fills the wide Vessell of the Universe. 

From Gimp to Camp, through the foule Womb of Night 

The Humme of eyther Army stilly sounds ; 

That the fixt Centinels almost receive 

The secret Whispers of each others Watch. 

Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 

Each Battaile sees the others umber'd face. 

Steed threatens Steed, m high and boastfiill Neighs 

Piercing the Nights dull Eare : and finom the Tents 

The Armourers accomplishing the Knights, 

With busie Hammers closing Rivets up, 

Give dreadfiill note of preparation. 

The Countrey Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towle : 

And the third howre of drowsie Morning nam'd, 

Prowd of their Numbers, and secure in Soule, 

The confident and over-lustie French, 

Doe the low-rated English play at Dice ; 

And chide the creeple-tardy-gated ^^ght, 

Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe 

So tediously away. The poore condenmed English, 

Like Sacrifices, by their watchfiill Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings danger : and their gesture sad. 

Investing lanke-leane Cheekes, and Warre-wome Coats, 

Presented them unto the gazing Moone 

So many horride Ghosts. O now, who will behold 

The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Band 

Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent ; 

Let him cry, Prayse and Glory on his head : 
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For forth he goes, and visits all his Hoast, 

Bids them good morrow with a modest Smyle, 

And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymen. 

Upon his Royall Face there is no note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 

Unto the wearie and all-watched Night : 

But freshly lookes, and over-beares Attaint, 

With cheareRdl semblance, and sweet Majestie : 

That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his Lookes. 

A Largesse universall, like the Sunne, 

His liberall Eye doth give to every one. 

Thawing cold feare, that meane and gentle all 

Behold, as may unworthinesse define. 

A little touch of Harry in the Night, 

And so our Scene must to the Battaile flye : 

Where, O for pitty, we shall much disgrace. 

With foure or five most vile and ragged foyles, 

(Right ill disposed, in brawle ridiculous) 

The Name of Agincourt : Yet sit and see. 

Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries bee. Exit, 

Enter the Kmg^ Bedford^ and Gloucester, 

King. Gloster^ 'tis true that we are in great danger. 
The greater therefore should our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almightie, 
There is some soule of goodnesse in things evill, 
Would men observingly distill it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes us early stirrers, 
Which it both healthfiill, and good husbandry. 
Besides, they are our outward Consciences, 
And Preachers to us all ; admonishing, 
That we should dresse us finely for our end. 
Thus may we gather Hooey from the Weed, 
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And make a Morall of the Divell himselfe. 

Enter Erpingbam, 
Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good aoft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better then a churlish turfe of France. 

Effing, Not 80 my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may say, now lye I like a Eang. 

JCmg, 'Tis good for men to love their present paines. 
Upon example, so the Spirit is eased : 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though defundt and dead before, 
Breake up their drowsie Grave and newly move 
With casted slough, and fresh legeritie. 
Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe ; 
Doe my good morrow to them, and anon 
Desire them all to my Pavillion. 

Glojter, We shall, my Liege. 

Effing. Shall I attend your Grace ? 

King, No, my good Knight : 

•Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England : 
I and my Bosome must debate a while. 
And then I would no other company. 

Effing. The Lord in Heaven blesse thee, Noble Harry. 

Exeunt. 

King. God a mercy old Heart, thou speak'st chearefully. 

Enter Pistoiu 

Pist, Che votu la ? 
King. A friend. 

Pist. Discusse unto me, art thou Officer, or art thou base, com- 
mon, and popular I 

King. I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
Pist. Trayl'st thou the paissant Pyke ? 
King. Even to : iHut are you ? 

IV. Q 
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PUt, As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King, Then you are a better then the King. 

Pist. The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Grold, a Lad of 
Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fist most valiant : 
I kisse his durtie shooe, and fix)m heart-string I love the lovely 
Bully. What is thy Name ? 

King, Harry k Roy, 

Put, Le Roy ? a Cornish Name : art thou of Cornish 
Crew? 

King. No, I am a Welchman. 

Pist. Know'st thou FkeUen ? 

King, Yes. 

Plft, Tell him He knock his Leeke about his Pate upon S. 
Davies day. 

King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe that day, 
least he knock that about yours. 

Piit. Art thou his friend ? 

King. And his kinsman too. 

Pist. The Figo for thee then. 

King. I thanke you : God be with you. 

Pist, My name is Pistol CdXVd^ Exit. 

King. It sorts well with your fiercenesse. Manet King. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gower, Captaine Fluellen. 

Flu, 'So, in the Name of Jesu Christ, speake fewer : it is the 
greatest admiration in the universall World, when the true and 
aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the Warres is not kept : if 
you would take the paines but to examine the Warres of Pompey 
the Great, you shall finde, I warrant you, that there is no tiddle 
tadle nor pibble bable in Pontes Campe : I warrant you, you 
shall finde the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it, and 
the Formes of it, and the Sobrietie of it, and the Modestie of it, 
to be otherwise. 

Gower. Why the Enemie is lowd, you heare him all I^ght 
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Flu. If the Enemie is an Asse and a Foole, and a prating Cox- 
combe ; is it meet, thinke you, that wee should also, looke you, be 
an Asse and a Foole, and a prating Coxcombe, in your owne 
conscience now ? 

Gotu. I will speake lower. 

Flu. I pray you, and beseech you, that you will. Exit. 

King, Though it appeare a little out of fashion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welchman. 

Enter thret Souldieri^ John Bates, jllexander Court, 
and Michael Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the Morning which 
breakes yonder ? 

Bates. I thinke it be : but wee have no great cause to desire the 
approach of day. 

fVURams, Wee see yonder the beginning of the day, but I thinke 
wee shall never see the end of it. Who goes there ? 

King. A Friend. 

WllHams, Under what Captaine serve you ? 

King. Under Sir John Erpingham. 

WUHams. A good old Commander, and a most kinde Gentle- 
man : I pray you, what thinkes he of our estate ? 

King. Even as men wrackt upon a Sand, that looke to be washt 
off the next Tyde. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King ? 

King. No : nor it is not meet he should : for though I speake 
it to you, I thinke the King is but a man, as I am : the Violet 
smells to him, as it doth to me ; the Element shewes to him, as it 
doth to me ; all his Sences have but humane Conditions : his 
Ceremonies layd by, in his Nakednesse he appeares but a man ; and 
though his afiedions are higher mounted then ours, yet when they 
stoupe, they stoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he sees 
reason of feares, as we doe ; hit fearet, out of doubt, be of the 
same relliih as oun are : yet in msoD» no man should poisesse 
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him with any appearance of feare ; least hee, by shewing it, should 
dis-hearten his Army. 

Bates, He may shew what outward courage he will : but I be* 
leeve, as cold a Night as 'tis, hee could wish himselfe in Thames 
up to the Neck ; and so I would he were, and I by hin^ at all 
adTCDtures, so we were quit here. 

King, By my troth, I will speake my conscience of the King : 
I thinke hee would not wish himselfe any where, but where hee is. 

Bates. Then I would he were here alone ; so should he be 
sure to be ransomed^ and a many poore mens lives saved. 

Khtg, J dare say, you love him not so ill, to wish him here 
alone : howsoever you speake this to feele other mens minds, me 
thinks I could not dye any where so contented, as in the Kings 
company ; his Cause being just, and his Quarrell honorable. 

tVHTiams. That's more then we know. 

Bates. I, or more then wee should seeke after ; for wee know 
enough, if wee know wee are the Kings Subjeds : if his Cause be 
wrong, our obedience to the King wipes the Cryme of it out of us. 

Williams, But if the Cause be not good, the King himselfe hath 
a heavie Reckoning to make, when all those Legges, and Armes, 
and Heads, chopt off in a Battaile, shall joyne together at the latter 
day, and cry all. Wee dyed at such a place, some swearing, some 
crying for a Surgean ; some upon their Wives, left poore behind 
them ; some upon the Debts they owe, some upon their Children 
rawly left : I am afear'd, there are few dye weD, that dye in a 
Battaile : for how can they charitably dispose of any thing, when 
Blood is their argument \ Now, if these men doe not dye well, 
it will be a black matter for the King, that led them to it ; who 
to disobey, were against all proportion of subjedion. 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father sent about Mer- 
chandize, doe sinfully miscarry upon the Sea ; the imputation of 
his wickednesse, by your rule, should be imposed upon his Father 
that sent him: or if a Servant, under his Master's conrniand^ 
transporting a summe of Money, be assayled by Robbers, and dye 
in many irreconcil'd Iniquities ; you may call the businesse of the 
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Master the author of the Servants damnation : but this is not so : 
The King is not bound to answer the particular endings of his 
Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Master of his Servant ; 
for they purpose not their death, when they purpose their services. 
Besides, there is no King, be his Cause never so spotlesse, if it 
come to the arbitrement of Swords, can trye it out with all un- 
spotted Souldiers : some (peradventure) have on them the guilt 
of premeditated and contrived Murther; some, of beguiling 
Virgins with the broken Seales of Perjurie ; some, making the 
Warres their Bulwarke, that have before gored the gentle Bosome 
of Peace with Pillage and Robberie. Now, if these men have 
defeated the Law, and outrunne Native punishment ; though they 
can out-strip men, they have no wings to flye from God, Warre 
is his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance : so that here men are 
punisht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes, in now the Kings 
Quarrell : where they feared the death, they have borne life 
away; and where they would bee safe, they perish. Then if 
they dye unprovided, no more is the King guiltie of their 
damnation, then hee was before guiltie of those Impieties, for the 
which they are now visited Every Subje^s Dutie is the Kings, 
but every Subjects Soule is his owne. Therefore should every 
Souldier in the Warres doe as every sicke man in his Bed, wash 
every Moth out of his Conscience : and dying so, Death is to him 
advantage ; or not dying, the time was blessedly lost, wherein such 
preparation was gayned: and in him that escapes, it were not 
sinne to thinke, that making God so free an offer, he let him out- 
live that day, to see his Greatnesse, and to teach others how they 
should prepare. 

/^/. 'Tis certaine, every man that dyes ill, the ill upon his 
owne head, the King is not to answer it 

Bates. I doe not desire hee should answer for me, and yet I 
determine to fight lustily for him. 

JCt^g. I my selfe heard the Eling say he would not be 
ransom'd. 

JVtU. I, hee said so, to make us fight chearefully : but when 
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our throats are cut, hee may be ranaom'd, and wee ne're the 
wiser. 

Ktng, If I live to see it, I will never trust his word after. 

W'lU. You pay him then: that's a perillous shot out of an 
Elder Gunne, that a poore and a private displeasure can doe 
against a Monarch : you may as well goe about to tume the 
Sunne to yee, with fanning in his face with a Peacocks feather : 
You'le never trust his word after ; come, 'tis a foolish saying. 

King. Your reproofe is something too round, I should be angry 
with you, if the time were convenient. 

WtU, Let it bee a Quarrell betweene us, if you live. 

King. I embrace it 

WdL How shall I know thee againe ? 

King. Give me any Gage of thine, and I will weare it in my 
Bonnet : Then if ever thou dar'st acknowledge it, I will make it 
my Quarrell. 

Wdl, Heere's my Glove : Give mee another of thine. 

King. There. 

Wm. This will I also weare in my Cap : if ever thou come to 
me, and say, after to-morrow. This is my Glove, by this Hand I 
will take thee a box on the eare. 

King. If ever I live to see it, I will challenge it. 

WiU, Thou dar'st as well be hang'd. 

King. Well, I will doe it, though I take thee in the Kings 
companie. 

Will. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 

Baiet. Be friends you English fooles, be friends, wee have 
French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to reckon. 

ExU Sodditrs. 

King. Indeede the French may lay twentie French Crownes to 
one, they will beat us, for they beare them on their shoulders : 
but it is no English Treason to cut French Crownes, and to 
morrow the King himselfe will be a Clipper. 
Upon the King, let us our Lives, our Soules, 
Our Debts, our carefull Wives, 
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Our Children, and our Sinnes, lay on the King : 
We must beare all. 

O hard Condition^ Twin-borne with Greatnesse, 
Subje^ to the breath of every fbole, whose sence 
No more can feele, but his owne wringing. 
What infinite hearts-ease must Kings negle^ 
That private men enjoy ? 

And what have Kings, that Privates have not too, 
Save Ceremonie, save generall Ceremonie ? 
And what art thou, thou Idoll Ceremonie ? 
What kind of God art thou ? that sufFer'st more 
Of mortall griefes, then doe thy worshippers. 
What are thy Rents ? what are thy Commings in ? 

Ceremonie, shew me but thy worth. 
What ? is thy Soule of Odoration ? 

Art thou ought else but Place, Degree, and Forme, 

Creating awe and feare in other men ? 

Wherein thou art lesse happy, being fear'd. 

Then they in fearing. 

What drink'st thou oft, in stead of Homage sweet. 

But poyson'd flatterie ? O, be sick, great Greatnesse, 

And bid thy Ceremonie give thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fierie Fever vdll goe out 

With Titles blowne from Adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Canst thou, when thou command'st the beggers knee. 

Command the health of it ? No, thou prowd Dreame, 

That pla/st so subtilly with a Kings Repose. 

1 am a King that find thee : and I know, 
'Tis not the fialme, the Scepter, and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mase, the Crowne Imperiall, 
The enter-tissued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 
The farsed Title running 'fore the King» 

The Throne he siu on : nor the Tyde of Pompe, 
That beates upon the high ihore of ibia World : 
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No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonie ; 

Not all these, lay'd in Bed Majesticall, 

Can sleepe so soundly, as the wretched Slave : 

Who with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, , 

Gets him to rest, cram'd with distressefull bread, 

Never sees horride Night, the Child of Hell : 

But like a Lacquey, from the Rise to Set, 

Sweates in the eye of Phebus ; and all Night 

Sleepes in ESzium .* next day after dawne, 

Doth rise and helpe Hlperio to his Horse, 

And followes so the ever-running yeere 

With profitable labour to his Grave : 

And but for Ceremonie, such a Wretch, 

Winding up Dayes with toyle, and Nights with sleepe. 

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slave, a Member of the Countreyes peace, 

Enjoyes it ; but in grosse braine little wots. 

What watch the King keepes, to maintaine the peace ; 

Whose howres, the Pesant best advantages. 

Enter Erpingham, 

Erp, My Lord, your Nobles jealous of your absence, 
Seeke through your Campe to find you. 

King, Good old ELnight, collect them all together 
At my Tent : He be before thee. 

Erp. I shall doo't, my Lord. Exit. 

King, O God of Battailes, Steele my Souldiers hearts, 
Possesse them not with feare : Take from them now 
The sence of reckning of th'oppoeed numbers : 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 
O not to day, thinke not upon the fault 
My Father made, in compassing the Crowne. 
J Richards body have interred new. 
And on it have bestowed more contrite teares. 
Then from it issued forced drops of blood. 
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Five hundred poore I have in yeerely pay, 
Who twice a day their withered hands hold up 
Toward Heaven, to pardon blood : 
And I have built two Chauntries, 
Where the sad and solemne Priests sing still 
For Richards Soule. More will I doe : 
Though all that I can doe, is nothing worth ; 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon. 

Enter Ghucester. 

Gltmc, My Liege. 

K'mg, My Brother Gloucesters voyce ? I : 
I know thy errand, I will goe with thee : 
The day, my friend, and all things stay for me. Exeunt, 

Enter the Dolfhrn^ Orleance^ Ramhuriy and Beaumont, 

Orleance, The Sunne doth gild our Armour up, my Lords. 

Dolph. Monte Chevai : My Horse, Verlot Lacquay : Ha. 

Orleance. Oh brave Spirit. 

D(Jph, Via let ewes isf terre, 

Orleance* Rlen puts le air ^ feu. 

Dolph. Cem^ Cousin Orleance* 

Enter Constable, 
Now my Lord Constable ? 

Const, Hearke how our Steedes, for present Service neigh. 

Dolph, Mount them, and make incision in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may spin in English eyes, 
And doubt them with superfluous courage : ha. 

Ram. What, wil you have them weep our Horses blood ? 
How shall we then behold their naturall teares I 

Enter Messenger. 

Messeng, The English are embattail'd, you French Peerea. 
Const, To Hone 3rou gallant Princes, straight to Horse. 
Doe but behold yond poore and starved Band, 
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And your faire shew shall suck away their Soules^ 

Leaving them but the shales and huskes of men. 

There is not worke enough for all our hands. 

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly Veines, 

To give each naked Curtleax a stayne, 

That our French Gallants shall to day draw out. 

And sheath for lack of qwrt. Let us but blow on them. 

The vapour of our Valour will o're-tunie theoL 

'Tis positive against all exceptions, Lords, 

That our superfluous Lacquies, and our Pesants, 

Who in unnecessarie adtion swarme 

About our Squares of Battaile, were enow 

To purge this field of such a hilding Foe ; 

Though we upon this Mountaines Basis by, 

Tooke stand for idle speculation : 

But that our Honours must not What's to say ? 

A very little little let us doe. 

And all is done : then let the Trumpets sound 

The Tucket Sonvance, and the Note to mount : 

For our approach shall so much dare the field. 

That England shall couch downe in feare, and yeeld 

Enter Graundpree. 

Grandpree. Why do you stay so long, my Lords of France ? 
Yond Iland Carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-favoredly become the Morning field : 
Their ragged Curtaines poorely are let loose, 
And our Ayre shakes them passing scomefully. 
Bigge Mars seemes banqu'rout in their begger'd Hoast, 
And ^intly through a rustie Bever peepea. 
The Horsemen sit like fixed Candlesticks, 
With Torch-staves in their hand : and their poore Jades 
Lob downe their heads, dropping the hides and hips : 
The gumme downe roping from their pale^ad eyes. 
And in their pale dull mouthes the lymold Bitt 
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Lyes foule with chaw'd-grasse, still and motionlcsse, 
And their executorsy the knavish Crowes, 
Flye o're them all, impatient for their howre. 
Description cannot sute it selfe in words, 
To demonstrate the Life of such a Battaile, 
In life so livelesse, as it shewesr it selfe. 

Const. They have said their prayers, 
And they stay for death. 

Doi^. Shall we goe send them Dinners, and fresh Sutes, 
And give their fasting Horses Provender 
And after fight with them ? 

Const. T stay but for my Guard : on 
To the field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And use it for my haste. Come, come away, 
The Sunne is high, and we out-weare the day. Exeunt, 

• 

Enter Gloucester^ Bedford^ Exeter^ Erpingham with off his Hoast : 

SoTtsbury^ and IVestmerland, 

GIouc. Where is the King ? 

Bedf, The King himselfe is rode to view their Battaile. 

fVest, Of fighting men they have full threescore thousand. 

Exe, There's five to one, besides they all are fresh. 

Salisb, Gods Arme strike with us, 'tis a fearefull oddes. 
God bu/ you Princes all ; He to my Charge : 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heaven ; 
Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinsman, Warriors all, adieu. 

Bei^, Farwell good SaRshury^ & good luck go with thee : 
And yet I doe thee wrong, to mind thee of it. 
For thou art fram'd of the firme truth of valour. 

Exe, Farwell kind Lord : fight valiantly to day. 

Bedf, He is as full of Valour as of Kindnesse, 
Princely in both. 
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Enter the King, 

IVest, O that we now had here 

But one ten thousand of those men in England, 
That doe no worke to day. 

King, What's he that wishes so ? 

My Cousin WestmerUmd, No, my faire Cousin : 
If we are markt to dye, we are enow 
To doe our Countrey losse : and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 
Gods will, I pray thee wish not one man more. 
By Jove^ I am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost : 
It yemes me not, if men my Garments weare ; 
Such outward things dwell not in my desires. 
But if it be a smne to covet Honor, 
I am the most offending Soule alive. 
No 'faith my Couze, wish not a man from England : 
Gods peace, I would not loose so great an Honor, 
As one man more me thinkes would share from me. 
For the best hope I have. O, doe not wish one more : 
Rather prodaime it ( Westmerland) through my Hoast, 
That he which hath no stomack to this fight. 
Let him depart, his Pasport shall be made. 
And Crownes for Convoy put into his Purse : 
We would not dye in that mans companie. 
That feares his fellowship, to dye with us. 
This day is call'd the Feast of Criifian : 
He that out-lives this day, and comes safe home. 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named. 
And rowse him at the Name of CrupUuu 
He that shall see this day, and live old age. 
Will yeerely on the Vigil feast his neighbours, 
And say, to morrow is Saint Cnspian. 
Then will he strip his sleeve, and shew his skarres : 
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Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot : 

But hee*le remember, with advantages, 

What feau he did that day. Then shall our Names, 

Familiar in his mouth as household words, 

Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter^ 

Warwick and Talboif SaBshury and Gloucester^ 

Be in their flowing Cups freshly remembred. 

This story shall the good man teach his sonne : 

And Crii/une Crupian shall ne're goe by, 

From this day to the ending of the World, 

But we in it shall be remembred ; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers : 

For he to day that sheds his blood with me, 

Shall be my brother : be he ne're so vile, 

This day shall gentle his Condition. 

And Gentlemen in England, now a bed. 

Shall thinke themselves accurst they were not here. 

And hold their Manhoods cheape, whiles any speakes, 

That fought with us upon Saint Criifines day. 

Enter SaRsBury, 

Sal. My Soveraign Lord, bestow your selfe with speed : 
The French are bravely in their battailes set. 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 

King, All thmgs are ready, if our minds be so. 

West, Perish the man, whose mind is backward now. 

JGng» Thou do'st not wish more helpe from England, Couze ? 

fFeii. Gods will, my Liege, would you and I alone. 
Without more helpe, could fight this Royall battaile. 

King. Why now thou hast unwisht five thousand men : 
Which likes me better, then to wish us one. 
You know your places : God be with you all. 

Tucket, Enter Montjoy, 

Mont. Once more I come to know of thee King Harry^ 
If for thy Ransome thou wilt now compound. 
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Before thy most assured Overthrow : 

For certainly, thou art so neere the Gulfe, 

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy 

The Constable desires thee, thou wilt mind 

Thy followers of Repentance ; that their Soules 

May make a peacefull and a sweet retyre 

From off these fields : where (wretches) their poore bodies 

Must lye and fester. 

King, Who hath sent thee now ? 

Mont, The Constable of France. 

King, I pray thee beare my former Answer back : 
Bid them atchieve me, and then sell my bones. 
Good God, why should they mock poore fellowes thus ? 
The man that once did sell the Lyons skin 
While the beast liv'd, was kilPd with hunting him. 
A many of our bodyes shall no doubt 
Find Native Graves : upon the which, I trust 
Shall witnesse live in Brasse of this dayes worke. 
And those that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buryed in your Dunghills, 
They shall be fam'd : for there the Sun shall greet them, 
And draw their honors reeking up to Heaven, 
Leaving their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
The smell whereof shall breed a Plague in France. 
Marke then abounding valour in our English : 
That being dead, like to the bullets erasing, 
Breake out into a second course of mischiefe, 
KLilling in relapse of Mortalitie. 
Let me speake prowdly : Tell the Constable, 
We are but Warriors for the working day : 
Our Gaynesse and our Gilt are all besmyrcht 
With raynie Marching in the painefull field. 
There's not a piece of feather in our Hoast : 
Good argument (I hope) we will not flye : 
And time hath wome ut into slovenrie. 
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But by the Masae, our hearts are in the trim : 
And my poore Souldiers tell me, yet ere Night, 
They'le be in fresher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers beads. 
And tume them out of service. If they doe this. 
As if God please, they shall ; my Ransome then 
Will soone be levyed. 
Herauld, save thou thy labour : 
Come thou no more for Ransome, gentle Herauld, 
They shall have none, I sweare, but these my Joynts : 
Which if they have, as I will leave um them. 
Shall yeeld them little, tell the Constable. 

MonL I shall. King Harry* And so ^re thee well : 
Thou never shalt heare Herauld any more. Exit, 

King. I feare thou wilt once more come againe for a Ransome. 

Enter Torie. 

Torke. My Lord, most humbly on my knee I begge 
The leading of the Vaward. 

King, Take it, brave Torke. ^ 

Now Souldiers march away. 
And how thou pleasest God, dispose the day. Exeunt. 

jilarttm» Excursions, 

Enter PistoU, French Soulditr^ Boy, 

Fist. Yeeld Curre. 

French. Je pense que vous estes le Gentilhome de ban quaStee* 

Fist, Qualtitie calmie custure me. Art thou a Gentleman ? 
What is thy Name ? discusse. 

French. Seigneur Dieu. 

Fist, O Signieur Dewc should be a Gentleman : perpend my 
words O Signieur Dewe, and marke : O Signieur Dewe^ thou 
dycst on point of Fox, except O Signiear thou doe give to me 
egregious Ransome. 

French. frennes msermmrdie aye ptte% ie mqy* 
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Put. Moy shall not serve, I will have fortie Mojres : for I will 
letch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of Crimson bkxxL 

French. Est ii impos/Jfle d^escbapper U force de ton bras. 

Put. Brasse, Curre ? thou damned and luxurious Mountaine 
Goat, offer'st me Brasse ? 

French. perdonne moy. 

Put. Say'st thou me so ? is that a Tonne of Mojres ? Come 
hither boy, aske me this slave in French what is his Name. 

Boy, Escoute comment estes voui appelle ? 

French. Mounsteur le Fer. 

Boy, He sayes his Name is M. Fer. 

P'ut. M. Fer : He fer him, and firke him, and ferret him : 
discusse the same in French unto him. 

Boy. I doe not know the French for fer, and ferret, and firke. 

Plst, Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat 

French. Que dit il Mounsteur ? 

Boy, II me commande a vous dire que vousfaite vous prest^ car 
ce soldat icy est duposee tout asture de couppes vostre gorge. 

Pist. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy pesant, unlesse thou give 
me Crownes, brave Crownes ; or mangled shalt thou be by this 
my Sword. 

French. Je vous suppose pour f amour de Dieu: ma pardonner^ 
Je suis le GentUhome de bon maison^ garde ma vie, ^ Je vous don^ 
neray deux cent escus. 

Pitt, What are his words ? 

Boy, He prayes you to save his life, he is a Gentleman of a 
good house, and for his ransom he will give you two hundred 
Crownes. 

Pist. Tell him my fury shall abate, and I the Crownes will 
take. 

Fren. Petit Monsieur que dit ii? 

Boy. Encore qu^ii et contra son Jurement^ de pardomur auame 
prisonner : neant^mons pour les escues que vous layt a promets^ U est 
content a vous donnes le Rberte le franckisement, 

Fre. Sur mes genoux u vous donnes mtUes remercioiu, et Je 
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me eiiime hfurex que Je tntombe^ entre Us mairif dun Chevalier Je 
pense le plus brave vaRant et tres iHiiinie sigmeur d^Angleterre* 

Put, Expound unto me boy. 

Boy, He gives you upon his knees a thousand thanks, and he 
esteemes himselfe happy, that he hath falne into the hands of one 
(as he thinkes) the most brave, valorous and thrice-worthy 
signeur of England. 

Put. As I sucke blood, I will some mercy shew. Follow 
mee. 

Boy. Saave vous le grand Capitmne ? 
I did never know so full a voyce issue from so emptie a heart : 
but the saying is true. The empty vessel makes the greatest sound, 
Bardolfe and Nym had tenne times more valour, then this roaring 
divell i'th olde play, that everie one may payre his nayles with a 
woodden dagger, and they are both hang'd, and so would this be, 
if hee durst steale any thing adventurously. I must stay with tlie 
Lackies with the luggage of our camp, the French might have a 
good pray of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to guard it but 
boyes. Exit, 

Enter ConstdUe^ Orleance^ Burbon^ Dolphin^ and Ramburi, 

Con. DiaMe. 

OrL signeur lejour et pertBoj toute etpenHe. 

DoL Mor Dieu ma vie, all is confounded all, 
Reproach, and everlasting s hame 

Sits mocking in our Plumes. ji short Alarum. 

meschante Fortune^ do not runne away. 

Con. Why all our rankes are broke. 

Doi. O perdurable shame, let's stab our selves : 
Be these the wretches that we plaid at dice for ? 

OrL Is this the King we sent too, for his ransome ? 

Bur. Shame, and etemall shame, nothing but shame. 
Let us dye in once more backe againe. 
And he that will not foUow Burhon now. 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 

IV. R 
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Like a bssr Fuider hold the Qiiinhrr doore, 
Whaht a base dtie» ao ^oftler dioi hij dogge. 
His fidmt dwghier is conraminated. 

Cmu Disorder that hath ipojf d iis» fincnd us now. 
Let vsoe heapes go ofer op oar fives. 

OrL We lie enow jet living io the Field, 
To smodier op the En^sh in our thnxigs» 
If WKj order aii^t be thoo^t iqioo. 

Bmr. The divdl take Order oow» De to the throog ; 
Let life be dioit, dse shuK will be too loog. Exit. 

jOanmu JSmttr tie Ka^ mU tU trmyme^ mth Prutmers. 

Ka^. Well have we dooe^ thrice-valiant Countiinien, 
But all's not done, yet keepe the French the field. 

JSxe. The D. of York commeods him to your Majesty. 

Ka^. Lives he good Unckle : thrice within this houre 
I saw him downe ; thrice up againe, and fighting. 
From Helmet to the sporre, all blood he was. 

Exe* In which anray (brave Soldier) doth he lye. 
Larding the plaine : and by his bloody side, 
(Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing wounds) 
The Noble Earle of Sufiblke also lyes. 
Sufiblke first dyed« and Yorke all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteeped. 
And takes him by the Beard, kisses the gashes 
That bloodily did yawne iqxm his Bice. 
He cryes aloud ; Tarry my Cosin Suffblke, 
My soule shall thine keepe company to heaven : 
Tarry (sweet soule) fi^r mine, then flye a-brest : 
As in this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our Chivalrie. 
Upon these words I came, and cheer'd him up. 
He smil'd me in the fiice, raught roe his hand, 
And with a feeble gripe, sayes : Deere my Lord, 
Commend my service to my Soveraigne, 
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So did he turDe, aod over Suffolkes necke 

He threw his wounded arme, and kist his lippes. 

And 80 espous'd to death, with blood he aeal'd 

A Testament of Noble-ending-love : 

The pretde and sweet manner of it forc'd 

Those waters from me, which I would have stop'd. 

But I had not so much of man in mee, 

And all my mother came into mine eyes. 

And gave me up to teares. 

King. I blame 3rou not. 

For hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes, or they will issue to. Alarum. 

But hearke, what new alarum is this same ? 
The French have re-enforc'd their scattered men : 
Then every souldiour kill his Prisoners, 
Give the word through. Exit, 



A{lus Quarttts. 



Enter FlueUen and Gower. 

Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage* 'Tis expressely against 
the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece of knavery marke you 
now, as can bee ofiert in your Conscience now, b it not I 

Gow. Tis certaine, there's not a boy left alive, and the 
Cowardly Rascalls that ranne from the battaile ha'dooe this 
slaughter: besides they have burned and carried away all that 
was in the Kings Tent, wherefore the King roost worthily hath 
caus'd every soldiour to cut his prisoners throat O 'tis a gallant 
King. 

Flu. I, hee was pome at Monmouth Captaine Gower: 
What call you the Townes name where AUxander the pig 
was borne ? 

Gow. Alexander the Great. 

Fin. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or the 
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great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnanimous, are all one 
reckonings, save the phrase is a litle variations. 

Gowfr. I thinke Alexander the Great was borne in Macedon^ 
his Father was called Phillip of Macedon^ as T take it. 

Flu. I thinke it is in Macedon where Alexander is pome: 
I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of the Orld, I 
warrant you sail finde in the comparisons betweene Macedon & 
Momnoutbf that the rituations looke you, is both alike. There is 
A River in Macedon^ 5c there is also moreover a River at Mon^ 
mwitbf it is calPd Wye at Monmouth : but it is out of my praines, 
what is the name of the other River : but 'tis all one, ds alike as 
my fingers is to my fingers, and there is Salmons m both. If you 
marke Alexanders life well, Harry of Monmouthes life is come 
after it indifferent well, for there is figures in all things. Alex^ 
ander God knowes, and you know, in his rages, and his furies, 
and his wraths, and his chollers, and his moodes, and his dis- 
pleasures, and his indignations, and also being a little intoxicates 
in his praines, did in his Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his 
best friend Clytus. 

Gow, Our King is not like him in that, he never kill'd any of 
his friends. 

Flu, It is not well done (marke you now) to take the tales out 
of my mouth, ere it is made and finished. I speak but in the 
figures, and comparisons of it : as Alexander kild his friend Clytus^ 
being in his Ales and his Cuppes \ so also Harry Monmouth being 
in his right wittes, and his good judgements, tum'd away the ht 
Knight with the great belly doublet : he was fiill of jests, and 
gypes, and knaveries, and mockes, I have fi)rgot his name. 

Gow, Sir John FaUtqffe, 

Fhi, That is he: lie tell you, there is good men pome at 
Monmouth* 

Gow, Heere comes his Majesty. 

Alarum, Enter King Harry and Burhon with prisoners. Flourish. 
King. I was not angry since I came to France, 
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Undll this instant. Take a Trumpet Herald, 
Ride thou unto the Horsemen on yond hill : 
If they will fight with us, bid them come downe. 
Or voyde the field : they do ofiend our sight. 
If they'l do neither, we will come to them. 
And make them sker away, as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 
Besides, wee'l cut the throats of those we have. 
And not a man of them that we shall take. 
Shall taste our mercy. Go and tell them so. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Exe, Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege. 

Giou, His eyes are humbler then they us'd to be. 

King. How now, what meanes this Herald? Knowst thou 
not. 
That I have fin'd these bones of mine for lansome ? 
Com'st thou againe for ransome. 

Her, No great EJng : 

I come to thee for charitable License, 
That we may wander ore this bloody field. 
To booke our dead, and then to bury them. 
To sort our Nobles from our common men. 
For many of our Princes (woe the while) 
Lye drown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood : 
So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbes 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded steeds 
Fret fet-locke deepe in gore, and with wilde rage 
Yerke out their armed heeles at their dead masters. 
Killing them twice. O give us leave great King, 
To view the field in safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies. 

Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, 

I know not if the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your horsemen peere. 
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And g^lop ore the field. 

Her. The day is youra. 

Khu Praised be God, and not our strength for it : 
What is this Castle call'd that stands hard by. 

Her. They call it Apneourt. 

Kmg, Then call we this the field of jlgmcourt^ 
Fought on the day of Crufm Crupiamu. 

Flu. Your Grandfiither of famous memory (an't please your 
Majesty) and your great Uncle Edtuard the Placke Prince of 
WaleSy as 1 have r^ in the Chronicles^ fought a roost prave 
ptttk here in France. 

Km. They did Fluellen. 

Flu. Your Majesty sayes very true: If your Majestie is 
reroembred of it, the Welchmen did good service in a Garden 
where Leekes did grow, wearing Leekes in their Momnouib c^>8, 
which your Majesty know to this houre is an honourable badge of 
the service : And I do beleeve your Majesty takes no scome to 
weare the Leeke uppon S. Tavies day. 

King. I weare it for a memorable honor : 
For I am Welch you know good Countriman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye, cannot wash your Majesties 
Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that : God plesse 
it, and preserve it, as long as it pleases his Grace, and his 
Majesty too. 

Kin. Thankes good my Countrymen. 

Flu. By Jeshu, I am your Majesties Countreyman, I care not 
who know it : I will confesse it to all the Orld, I need not to be 
ashamed of your Majesty, praised be God so long as your Majesty 
is an honest man. 

King. Good keepe me so. 

Enter WHHanu. 
Our Heralds go with him. 
Bring me just notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

Exe. Souldier, you must come to the King. 
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Km, Sottldier, why wear'st thou that Glove in thy Cappe ? 

fVilL And't pleaae your Majetty, tis the gage of one that I 
should fight withally if he be aliye. 

Khu An Englishman ? 

ff^il. And't please your Majesty, a Rascall that swagger'd with 
me last night: who if alive, and ever dare to challenge this Glove, 
I have swome to take him a boxe a'th ere : or if I can see my 
Glove in his o^pe, which he swore as he was a Souldier he 
would weare (if alive) I wil strike it out soundly. 

Km. What thinke you Captaine FlueUen^ is it fit this souldier 
keepe his oath. 

Flu. Hee is a Craven and a Villaine else, and't please your 
Majesty in my conscience. 

King, It may bee, his enemy is a Gentleman of great sort quite 
from the answer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a Jentleman as the divel is, as 
Lucifer and Belzebub himselfe, it is necessary (looke your Grace) 
that he keepe his vow and his oath : If hee bee perjur'd (see you 
now), his reputation is as arrant a villaine and a Jacke sawce, as 
ever his blacke shoo trodd upon Gods ground, and his earth, in 
my conscience law. 

King. Then keepe thy vow sirrah, when thou meet'st the fellow. 

Wil. So, I will my Liege, as I live. 

Kmg, Who serv'st thou under ? 

WUL Under Captaine Gower, my Liege. 

Flu. Gowar is a good Captaine, and is good knowledge and 
literatured in the Warres. 

Ku^. Call him hither to me, Souldier* 

mU. I will my Liege. Exit. 

King. Here FhuUen^ weare thou this favour for me, and sticke 
it in thy Cappe: when Alantim and my selfe were downe 
together, I pluckt this Glove from his Helme : If any man 
challenge this, hee is a friend to Alanton^ and an enemy to our 
Person ; if thou encounter any such» apprehend him, and thou 
do'st me love. 
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jRW. Your Grace doo's me as great Honors as can be desu*'d 
in tbe hearts of his Solijete : I would fiune see the man, that ha's 
but two kggest that shall fiikl himselfe agreefd at this GloFe ; that 
is all : but I would faine see it once, and please God of his grace 
that I might see. 

Kmg* Know*st thou Gcmer ? 

Fhu He is my deare friend, and please you. 

Kmg. Pray thee goe seeke him, and bring him to my Tent. 

Fhu I will fetch him. Exit. 

Kmg* My Lord of Warwick^ and my Brother Gloster^ 
Follow FkeOen closely at the heeles. 
The GloFe which I have given him for a faTour, 
May haply purchase him a box a'th'eare. 
It is the Souldiers : I by bargaine should 
Weare it my selfe. Follow good Cousin Warmck : 
If that the Souldier strike him, as I judge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keepe his word ; 
Some sodaine mischiefe may arise of it : 
For I doe know FbteBeu yaliant, 
And toucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will retume an injurie. 
Follow, and see there be no harme betweene them. 
Goe you with me, Unckle of Exeter. Exernnt. 

Enter Gower amd WtlBams, 
WilL I warrant it is to Knight you, Captaine. 

Enter FheHen. 

Flu. Gods will, and his pleasure, Captaine, I beseech you now, 
come apace to the King : there is more good toward you per- 
adventure, then is in your knowledge to dreame of. 

Will, Sir, know you this Glove ? 

Flu. Know the Glove ? I know the Glove is a Glove. 

WUl. I know this, and thus I challenge it. Strikes him. 

Flu. 'Sblttd, an arrant Traytor as anyes in the Univemll 
World, or in France, or in England. 
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Gower, How now Sir ? you Villaioe. 

W^. Doe you thinke lie be foreworne ? 

Flu. Stand away Captaine Gower^ I will give Treason his pay- 
ment into plowesy I warrant you. 

fFilL I am no Traytor. 

Fht, That's a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you m his 
Majesties Name apprehend him, he's a friend of the Duke 
Alanstms* 

Enter IVarwlck and Gloucester • 

Warm. How now, now now, what's the matter ? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, heere is, praysed be God for it, 
a most contagious Treason come to light, looke you, as you shal 
desire in a Summers day. Heere is his Majestie. 

Enter ICtng and Exeter. 

King, How now, what's the matter ? 

Flu. My Liege, heere is a Villaine, and a Traytor, that looke 
your Grace, ha's strooke the Glove which your Majestie is take 
out of the Helmet of Alanson. 

Wdl. My Liege, this was my Gloye, here is the feUow of it : 
and he that I gave it to in change, promis'd to weare it in his 
Cappe : I promis'd to strike him, if he did : I met this man with 
my Glove in his Cappe, and I have been as good as my word* 

Flu, Your Majestie heare now, saving your Majesties Man- 
hood, what an arrant rascally, beggerly, lowsie Knave it is: I 
hope your Majestie is peare me testimonie and witnesse, and will 
avouchment, that this is the Glove of Alanson^ that your Majestie 
is give me, in your Conscience now. 

Kit^. Give me thy Glove Souldier ; 
Looke, heere is the fellow of it : 
'Twas I indeed thou promised'st to strike. 
And thou hast given me most bitter termes. 

Flu. And please your Majestie, let his Neck answere for it, 
if there is any Marshall Law in the World. 



266 The Life of Henry the Fift. act iv. 

King, How canst thou make me satisfadtioo ? 

Will. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart: never 
cme any fix>m mine, that might offend your Majestie. 

King, It was our telfe thou didst abuse. 

WtlL Your Majestie came not like your selfe : you appeared to 
me but as a common man ; witnesse the Night, your Garments, 
your Lowlinesse : and what your Highnesse suffePd under tfait 
shape, I beseech you take it for your owne ^ult, and not mine : 
for had you beene as I tooke you for, I made no offence ; there- 
fore I beseech your Highnesse pardon me. 

King. Here Unckle Exeter^ fill this Glove with Crownes, 
And give it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow. 
And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe, 
Till I doe challenge it. Give him the Crownes : 
And Captaine, you must needs be friends with him. 

Flu. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's mettell 
enough in his belly : Hold, there is twelve-pence for you, and I 
pray you to serve God, and keepe you out of prawles and prabbles, 
and quarrels and dissentions, and I warrant you it b the better 
for you, 

Wm. I will none of your Money. 

Flu, It is with a good will : I can tell you it will serve you to 
mend your shooes : come, wherefore should you be so pashfull, 
your shooes is not so good : 'tis a good silling I warrant you, or 
I will change it. 

Enter HerauhL 

King. Now Herauldf are the dead numbred ? 

Herald, Heere is the number of the slaughtered French. 

King, What Prisoners of good sort are taken, Unckle ? 

Exe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, 
John Duke of Burbon, and Lord Boucblquaid : 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fifteene hundred, besides common men. 

Kmg, This Note doth tell me of ten thousand French 
That in the field lye slaine : of Princes in this number, 
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And Nobles beariog BaDnera, there lye dead 

One hundred twentie six : added to these, 

Of KnightSy Esquires, and gallant Gendemen, 

Eight thousand and fbure hundred : of the which, 

Five hundred were but yesterday dubb'd Knights. 

So that in these ten thousand they have lost. 

There are but sixteene hundred Mercenaries : 

The rest are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 

And Gentlemen of blood and qualide. 

The Names of those their Nobles that lye dead : 

Charles Delabreth^ High Constable of France, 

Jaquet of Chatilion, Admirall of France, 

The Master of the Crosse-bowes, Lord Ramhuret^ 

Great Master of France, the brave Sir Gtuchard Dolphin^ 

John Duke of Alanson, AtUbonie Duke of Brabant, 

The Brother to the Duke of Burgundie, 

And Edward Duke of Barr : of lustie Earles, 

Grantee and Routtie^ Fauconbridge and Foyes^ 

Beaumont and Marle^ Vandemont and Letirale, 

Here was a Royall fellowship of death. 

Where is the number of our English dead ? 

Edward the Duke of Yorke, the Earle of SufFolke, 

Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Esquire ; 

None else of name : and of all other men. 

But five and twentie. 

O God, thy Arme was heere : 
And not to us, but to thy Arme alone. 
Ascribe we all : when, without stratagem. 
But in plaine shock, and even play of Battaile» 
Was ever knowne so great and little losse ? 
On one part and on th'other, take it God, 
For it is none but thine. 

Exet. 'Tis wonderfull. 

King, Come, goe me in procession to the Village : 
And be it death prodaymed through our Hoast, 
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To boast of thiBy or take that prayse from God, 
Which is his onely. 

Flu. Is it not lawful! and please your Majestic, to tell how 
many is kill'd ? 

King. Yes Captaine : but with this acknowledgement, TThat 
God fought for us. 

Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great good. 

King, Doe we all holy Rights : 
Let there be sung Non nohii^ and Te Deum^ 
The dead with charitie enclosed in Clay : 
And then to Callice, and to England then. 
Where ne're from France arriv'd more happy men. Exeunt. 

Adus ^intus. 

Enter Chorus, 

Vouchsafe to those that have not read the Story, 

That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 

I humbly pray them to admit th'excuse 

Of time, of numbers, and due course of things. 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life. 

Be here presented. Now we beare the Eang 

Towards Callice : Graunt him there ; there seene. 

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts. 

Athwart the Sea : Behold the English beach 

Pales in the flood ; with Men, Wives, and Boyes, 

Whose shouts & claps out-voyce the deep-mouth'd Sea, 

Which like a mighde WhiiHer 'fore the King, 

Seemes to prepare his way : So let him land, 

And solenmly see him set on to London. 

So swift a pace hath Thought, that even now 

You may imagme him upon Black-Heath : 

Where, that his Lords desire him, to have borne 

His bruised Helmet, and his bended Sword 
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Before him, through the Citie : he forbids it. 

Being free from vain-nesse, and selfe-glorious pride ; 

Giving full Trophee, Signal!, and Ostent ; 

Quite from himselfe, to God. But now behold. 

In the quick Forge and working-house of Thought, 

How London doth powre out her Citizens, 

The Maior and all his Brethren in best sort, 

Like to the Senatours of th'antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians swarming at their heeles, 

Goe forth and fetch their Conquering Cetar in : 

As by a lower, but by loving likelyhood. 

Were now the Generall of our gracious Empresse, 

As in good time he may, from Ireland comming. 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 

How many would the peaceful! Citie quit. 

To welcome him ? much more, and much more cause, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the ELing of Englands stay at home : 

The Emperour^s comming in behalfe of France, 

To order peace betweene them : and omit 

All the occurrences, what ever chanc't. 

Till Harrjei backe retume againe to France : 

There must we bring him ; and my selfe have play*d 

The interim^ by remembring you 'tis past 

Then brooke abridgement, and your eyes advance. 

After your thoughts, straight backe againe to France* Exit. 

Enter Fluellen and Gatuer. 

Gower. Nay, that's right : but why weare you your Leeke to 
day \ S. DavUi day is past. 

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and wherefore in all 
things: I will tell you asse my friend, Captaine Gower g the 
rascally, scauld, beggerly, lowsie, pragging Knave PiitoIIf which 
you and your selfe, and all the World, know to be no petter then 
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^- f '*^'" ' .u: .vi ^3ald 21 to w*are it in mv Can dH I 

^»- ♦''"' • ^ ^^ xit iitt I will teil him a little piece or my 

^^ Enter Put^H. 

^ ^tf were hee comet, swelling like a Turky-cock. 
^"^.^^ gif jiiice r for his swellings, nor his Turky-cockj. 
_ OIL iucchxent P'ut^: you icurvie lowne KniTer 

• «« ^'^■^ 
^ -1^ ict eiwa bedlam ? docst thou thine, base Trojan, to 

^ tna 3p Parcoi fatall Web ? Hence ; I am qualmUh 

'^.,j^I jr Leeke. 

* Jk ' J*J^ ^^ y^^ heartOy, scnnrie lowsie Knave, at my 

.^^ 4iiii my requests, and my petitions, to eate, looke you, thu 

^ yji^ ; aecaose, looke you, you doe noc love it, nor your a£ec- 

jod yoor appetites and your digestions doo's not agree with 

L ^gouid desire you to eate it. 

/%i^ Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

^^^fc. There is one (^oat for you. Striie^ him. 

Will stm be so gfKKl, scauld Knave, as eate it ? 

p^ Base Trojan, thou shalt dye. 

f^ You say vi-ry true, scauld Knave, when Gods will is : I 

«i2i desire you to live in the mcane time, and eate your Viduals : 

>^g^^ then* is sMwce for it. You call'd me yesterday Mountaine- 

SloKT? but I will make you to day a squire of low degree. I 

pray you fall too, if you can mockc a Leeke, you can eate a 

Leeke. 

Gwr, Knouf;li Cni^taine, you have astonisht him. 

Flu. I say, I will make him eate some part of my leeke, or I 
will pcatr liis pate fourc daycs : bite I pray you, it is good for 
your grcrnr wound, and your ploodie Coxccorobe. 

PisL Must I bite. 
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Flu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt and out of question too, 
and ambiguities. 

Pitt. By this Leeke, I will most horribly revenge I eate and 
eate I sweare. 

Flu. Eate I pray you, will you have some more sauce to your 
Leeke : there is not enough Leeke to sweare by. 

PUl Quiet thy Cudgell, thou dost see I eate. 

Flu, Much good do you scald knave, heartily. Nay, pray you 
throw none away, the skinne is good for your broken Coxcombe ; 
when you take occasions to see Leekes heereafter, I pray you 
mocke at 'em, that is all. 

Put. Good. 

Flu. I, Leekes is good : hold you, there is a groat to heale 
your pate. 

Put. Me a groat ? 

Flu, Yes verily, and in truth you shall take it, or I have 
another Leeke in my pocket, which you shall eate. 

Put. I take thy groat in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cudgels, you 
shall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of me but cudgels : 
God bu'y you, and keepe you, & heale your pate. Exit. 

Put. Ail hell shall stirre for this. 

Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knave, will you 
mocke at an ancient Tradition began uppon an honourable re^)e^ 
and wome as a memorable Trophee of predeceased valor, and 
dare not avouch in your Deeds any of your words. I have seene 
you gleeking 6c galling at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You 
thought, because he could not speake English in the native garb, 
he could not therefore handle an English Cudgell : you finde it 
otherwise, and henceforth let a Welsh corredion, teach you a 
good English condition, fare ye well. Exit. 

Pitt. Doeth fortune play the huswife with me now ? Newes 
have I that my Doll is dead i'th Spittle of a malady of France, 
and there my rendevous is quite cut off: Old I do waxe, and 
from my wearie limbes honour is Cudg^ld. Well, Baud He 
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torney and something leane to Cut-purse of quicke hand : To 

England will I steale, and there He steale : 

And patches will I get unto these cudgeld scarres. 

And swore I got them in the Gallia wanes. Exit, 

Enter at one doorcj King Henry ^ Exeter^ Bedford^ Warwtcke^ 

and other Lords, At another^ Queene Isabel^ the 

King J the Duke of Bourgogne^ and 

other French, 

King Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met ; 
Unto our brother France, and to our Sister 
Health and faire time of day : Joy and good wishes 
To our most hxre and Princely Cosine Katherine : 
And as a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great assembly is contrived, 
We do salute you Duke of Burgogne^ 
And Princes French and Peeres health to you all. 

Fra. Right joyous are we to behold your face. 
Meet worthy brother England, ^irely met, 
So are you Princes (English) every one. 

Quee, So happy be the Issue brother Ireland 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting. 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes. 
Your eyes which hitherto have borne 
In them against the French that met them in their bent, 
IThe &tall Balls of murthering Basiliskes : 
The venome of such Lookes we fairely hope 
Have lost their qualitie, and that this day 
Shall change all griefes and quarrels into love. 

Eng, To cry Amen to that, thus we appeare. 

Quee, You English Princes aU, I doe salute you. 

Burg, My dude to you both, on equal love. 
Great Eangs of France and England : that I have laboured 
With all my wits, my paines, and strong endevors. 
To bring your roost Imperiall Majesties 
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Unto this Barre, and Royall enterview ; 

Your Mightinesse on both parts best can witnesses 

Since theif my OfHce hath so farre prevayl'd. 

That Face to Face, and Ro3rall Eye to Eye, 

You have congreeted : let it not disgrace me. 

If I demand before this Royall view, 

What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 

Why that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 

Deare Nourse of Arts, Plentyes, and joyfull Births, 

Should not in this best Garden of the World, 

Our fertile France, put up her lovely Visage ? 

Alas, Shee hath from France too long been chas'd« 

And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes. 

Corrupting in its owne fertilitie. 

Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 

Unpruned, dyes : her Hedges eves pleach'd. 

Like Prisoners wildly over-growne with hayre, 

Put forth disordered Twigs : her fallow Leas, 

The Darnell, Hemlock, and ranke Femetary, 

Doth root upon ; while that the Culter rusts, 

That should deracinate such Savagery : 

The even Meade, that erst brought sweetly forth 

The freckled Cowslip, Burnet, and greene Clover, 

Wanting the Sjrthe, withall uncorrected, ranke ; 

Conceives by idlenesse, and nothing teemes, 

But hatefidl Docks, rough Thistles, Keksyes, Borres, 

Loosing both beaude and utilitie ; 

And all our Vineyards, Fallowes, Meades, and Hedges, 

Defedtive in their Natures, grow to wildnesse. 

Even so our houses, and our selves, and children, 

Have lost, or doe not leame, for want of time. 

The Sciences that should become our Countrcy ; 

But grow like Savages, as Sooldiers will. 

That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 

To swearing, and steme Lookes, defus'd Attyre, 

IV. s 



274 The Life of Henry the Fft. act t. 

And every thing that seemes unnatural!. 
Which to reduce into our forroer favour. 
You are assembled : and my speech entreats. 
That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expell these inconveniences, 
And blesse us with her former qualities. 

Ettg, If Duke of Buigonie, you would the Peace, 
Whose want gives growth to th'imperfediions 
Which you have cited ; you must buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our just demands, 
Whose Tenures and particular effeds 
You have enschedul'd briefely in your hands. 

Bur;g, The King hath heard them : to the which, as yet 
There is no answer made. 

Eng. Well then : the Peace yiAdch you before so urg*d, 
L3res in his Answer. 

France. I have but with a curselarie eye 
O're-glanc't the Articles : Pleaseth your Grace 
To appoint some of your Q>uncell presently 
To sit with us once more, with better heed 
To re-survey them ; we wiD suddenly 
Passe our accept and peremptorie Answer. 

England, Brother we shall. Goe Unckle Exeter^ 
And Brother Clarence^ and you Brother Gloucesier^ 
Warwick^ and Huntington^ goe with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratifie. 
Augment, or alter, as your Wisdomes best 
Shall see advantageable for our Dignitie, 
Any thmg in or out of our Demands, 
And wee*le coosigne thefeto. Will you, faire Sister, 
Goe with the Princes, or stay here widi us ? 

Qnee. Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them : 
Happily a Womans Voyce noay doe some good. 
When Articles too nicely urg'd, be stood on« 

England. Yet leave our Cousin Kaiberime here with u^ 
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She is our capital! Demand, compris'd 
Within the fore-ranke of our Articles. 

Quee. She hath good leave. Exeunt omnts. 

Manet King and Katberme, 

King, Faire Katherlne^ and most fairey 
Will you vouchsafe to teach a Souldier tearmes. 
Such as will enter at a Ladyes eare. 
And pleade his Love-suit to her gentle heart. 

Kath. Your Majesde shall mock at me, I cannot speake your 
England. 

King, O faire Katberine^ if you will love me soundly with your 
French heart, I will be glad to heare you confesse it brokenly 
with your English Tongue. Doe you like me, Kate? 

Kath. Pardonne moy^ I cannot tell wat is like me. 

King. An Angell is like you Kate^ and you are like an 
Angell. 

Kath, Que dit U que Je luii temhlahle a les Ange* ? 

Lady. Ouy verayment [taufvostre Grace) amsi £t U, 

Kmg, I said so, deare Katiterine, and I must not blush to 
affirme it. 

Kath, hon Dieu, let languei des hommei sotUplem de tromperies. 

King, What sayes she, faire one ? that the tongues of men are 
full of deceits ? 

Liuly, Ouy^ dat de tongues of de nuns b be full of deceits: dat 
is de Princesse. 

King, The Princesse is the better English-woman: yfiuth 
Kate, my wooing is fit for thy understanding, I am glad thou canst 
speake no better English, for if thou could'st, thou would'st finde 
me such a plaine King, that thou wouldst thinke, I had sold my 
Farme to buy my Crowne. I know no wayes to mmce it m 
love, but diredly to say, I love you ; then if you oige me Luther, 
then to say, Doe you in £uth ? I weare out my suite : Give me 
your answer, 3r^th doe, and so clap hands, and a bargaine : how 
say you. Lady ? 
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Kath. Saufvostre honeur^ me understand well. 

King. Marry, if you would put me to Verses, or to Dance for 

your sake, Kate^ why you undid me : for the one I have neither 

words nor measure ; and for the other, I have no strength in 

measure, yet a reasonable measure in strength. If I could winne 

a Lady at Leape-frogge, or by vawting into my Saddle, with my 

Armour on my backe ; under the correction of bragging be it 

spoken, I should quickly leape into a Wife: Or if I might 

buflfet for my Love, or bound my Horse for her favours, I could 

lay on like a Butcher, and sit like a Jack an Apes, never off. But 

before God Kate^ I cannot looke greenely, nor gaspe out my 

eloquence, nor I have no cunning in protestation ; onely downe- 

right Oathes, which I never use till urg*d, nor never breake for 

urging. If thou canst love a fellow of this temper, KatCy whose 

face is not worth Sunne-buming ? that never lookes in his Glasse, 

for love of any thing he sees there ? let thine Eye be thy Cooke. 

I speake to thee plaine Souldier : If thou canst love me for this, 

take me ? if not ? to say to thee that I shall dye, is true ; but for 

thy love, by the L. No : yet I love thee too. And while thou 

liv'st, deare KatCy take a fellow of plaine and uncoyned Constancie, 

for he perforce must do thee right, because he hath not the gift 

to wooe in other places : for these fellowes of infinit tongue, that 

can ryme themselves into Ladyes ^vours, they doe alwayes reason 

themselves out againe. What ? a speaker is but a prater, a Ryme 

18 but a Ballad ; a good Legge will fall, a strait Backe will stoope, 

a blacke Beard will tume white, a curl'd Pate will grow bald, a 

faire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax hollow : but a good 

Heart, Kate^ is the Sunne and the Moone, or rather the Sunne, 

and not the Moone ; for it shines bright, and never changes, but 

keepes his course truly. If thou would have such a one, uke me ? 

and take me ; take a Souldier : take a Souldier ; take a King. And 

what say'st thou then to my Love ? speake my Bure, and fairely, 

I pray thee. 

Katb. Is it possible dat I sould love de ennemie of Fraunce ? 
JCmg, N09 it is not possible you should love the Enemie of 
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France, Kale ,■ but in loving me, you nhauld love the Friend of 
France : for I love France bo weU, that I will not part with a 
Village of it ; I will have it all mice : and Kalt, when France i> 
mine, and 1 am youra ; then yours is France, and you are miae. 

Kalb. I cannot tell wat is d.it. 

King. No, Kale ? I will tell thee in French, which I am mire 
will hang upon my tongue, liki' a new-married Wife about her 
Uuibands Necke, hardly to be sliooke off; Je quand lur U poi- 
ititim Ji Frounce •iy quand voui avei It paiiesi'mn dr may, (Let 
tnee sue, what then ? Saint ZJmni'/ bee my specdc) Done viulrt ttl 
Frounce, 4ff vous ates mienae. It is as easie for me, Kole, to 
conquer the Kingdome, at to speake ao much mon- French : I shall 
never loovi* thee in French, unlesse it be to laugh at me. 

Kalli, Sauf vtilre hotuur, le FrancM quit vout farlcit, il is" 
meFifut que I'^agloii le quel Je park. 

King, No faith is't not, Kate ,■ but thy epcalting of my Tongue, 
and I tliine, most truely falsely, must nei-des Ix- gmunted to be 
much at one. But Kale, doo'«t thou understand thus much 
Engliih i Canst thou love mee i 

Kalb. I canntrt tell. 

King. Can any of your Ncighboure tell, Xo/e ? He uke them. 
Come, I know thou lovest me : and at night, when you come into 
your Closet, you'lc question this Gentlewoman about me; and I 
kuow, Kale, you will to her disprayse those parts in me, that you 
love with your heart : but good Kale, mocke me mercifully, the 
rather gentle Princcsse, because I love thee cruelly. If ever thou 
bcctt mine. Kale, as I have a raving Faith within me tcUa me thou 
■halt; 1 get thcc with skambling, and thou must then'forc ncedes 
prt)ve a good Souldier-bieeder : Shall not thou and I, betwcene 
Saint Dma'u and Saint George, compound a Boy, balfe French 
halfe English, that shall goe to Constantinople, and take the 
Turke by the Beard. Shall wee not ? what sa/st thou, my fairc 
F lo wf r-dc- Luce. 

Kale. 1 doe not know dat. 

KiBg, No : 'tis hereafter to know, but now to promise i 
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but now promise Kate^ you will endeavour for your French part 
of such a Boy ; and for my English moytie, take the Word of a 
ELing, and a Batcheler. How answer you, La fl%u hdU Katharine 
du numde man treseber <5r* devm deeite, 

Kath. Your Majestee ave fause Frenche enough to deceive de 
most sage Damoiseil dat is en Fraunce. 

King, Now fye upon my felse French : by mine Honor in 
true English, I love thee Kate; by which Honor, I dare not 
sweare thou lovest me, yet my blood begins to flatter me, that 
thou doo'st ; notwithstanding the poore and untempering efiedb of 
my Visage. Now beshrew my Fathers Ambition, hee was 
thinking of Civill Warres when hee got me, therefore was I 
created with a stubbome out-side, with an aspedb of Iron, that 
when I come to wooe Ladjres, I fright them : but in feith Kate^ 
the elder I wax, the better I shall appeare. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beautie, can doe no more spoyle 
upon my Face. Thou hast me, if thou hast me, at the worst ; 
and thou shalt weare roe, if thou weare me, better and better : 
and therefore tell me, most faire Katherine^ will you have me ? 
Put off your Maiden Blushes, avouch the Thoughts of your 
Heart with the Lookes of an Empresse, take me by the Hand, 
and say, Harry of England, I am thine : which Word thou shalt 
no sooner blesse mine £are withall, but I will tell thee alowd, 
England is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Henry 
Planiaginet is thme; who, though I speake it before his Face, if 
he be not Fellow with the best King, thou shalt finde the best 
King of Good-fellowes. Come your Answer in broken Musick ; 
for thy Voyce is Musick, and thy English broken: Therefore 
Queene of all, Katbertne^ breake thy minde to me in broken 
English ; wilt thou have me ? 

Kath. Dat is as it shall please de Roy mon pert. 

King. Nay, it will please him well, Kate ; it shall please him, 
Kate. 

Kath. Den it sail also content me. 

Ktng. Upon that I kisse your Hand, and I call you my Queene. 
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Kath. Lmste mon Seigiuur^ Imsse^ Lmse^ may foy : Je ne veus 
point que votu Mouse voitre grandeur^ en bauant le main d^une 
nottre Seigneur indignie eervUeur excuse may, Je voue lupplie mon 
treS'pmssant Seigneur, 

King, Then I will kisse your Lippes, Kate. 

Kath, Les Dames isT Danunsels pour estre bmsee dewuU lew 
nopcese U net pas le costume de Fraunce, 

King, Madame^ my Interpreter, what sayes 8hee ? 

Ladf, Dat it 18 not be de fashon pour le Ladies of France ; I 
cannot tell what is buisse en Angltsh. 

King, To kisse. 

Lady, Your Majefltee entendre hettre que moy* 

King, It is not a fashion for the Maids in Fraance to Idsse 
before they are marryed, wt)uld she say ? 

Lady, Ouy verayment. 

King. O Kate, nice Customes curne to great Elings. Deare 
Kate, you and I cannot bee confm'd within the weake Lyst of a 
Countreyes fashion : wee are the makers of Manners, Kate ; and 
the liberde that foHowes our Places, stoppes the mouth of all 
finde-faults, as I will doe yours, for upholding the nice fashion of 
your Countrey, in denying me a Kisse: therefore patientiy, and 
yeelding. You hai^e Witch-craft in your Lippes, Kate : there is 
more ek>quence in a Sugar touch of them, then in the Tongues 
of the French Councell ; and they should sooner perswade Harry 
of England, then a generall Pedtioa of Monarchs. Heere comes 
your Father. 

Enter tie French Power, and Ae EngBsh Lords. 

Burg, God sare your Majestic, my Royall Cousm, teach you 
our Princesie English ? 

Kmg. I would hare her leame, my faire Cousm, how perfeflly 
I lore her, and that is good English. 

Burg, Is shoe not apt ? 

King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze, and my Conditbn is not 
smooth: so that haying neydier the Voyce nor the Heart of 
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Flatterie about me, I caoDot ao conjure up the Spirit of Love in 
her, that hee will appeare in his true likenesse. 

Burg, Pardon the franknesse of my mirth, if I answer you for 
that. If you would conjure m her, you must make a Circle : if 
conjure up Love in her in his true likenesse, hee must appeare 
naked, and blinde. Can you blame her then, being a Maid, yet 
ros'd over with the Virgin Crimson of Modestie, if shee deny the 
apparance of a naked blinde Boy in her naked seeing selfe ? It 
were (my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to consigne to. 

King. Yet they doe winke and yeeld, as Love is blind and 
enforces. 

Burg, They are then excus'd, my Lord when they see not 
what they doe. 

King. Then good my Lord, teach your Cousin to consent 
winking. 

Burg, I will winke on her to consent, my Lord, if you will 
teach her to know my meaning : for Maides well Summer'd, and 
warme kept, are like Flyes at Bartholomew-tyde, blinde, though 
they have their eyes, and then they will endure handlmg, which 
before would not abide looking on. 

Kmg, This Morall tyes me over to Time, and a hot Summer ; 
and so I shall catch the Flye, your Cousin, in the latter end, and 
shee must be blinde to. 

Burg, As Love is my Lord, before it loves. 

King. It is so : and you may, some of you, thanke Love for 
my blindnesse, who cannot see many a faire French Citie for one 
faire French Maid that stands in my way. 

French Kmg, Yes my Lord, you see them perspe^vely : the 
Cities tum'd into a Maid ; for they are all gyrdled with Maiden 
Walls, that Warre hath entred. 

England. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 

France, So please you. 

England. I am content, so the Maiden Cities you talke of, may 
wait on her : so the Maid that stood m the way for my Wish, 
shall shew me the way to my Will. 
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France. Wee have coDsented to all tearmes of reaaon. 

England. Is't so, my Lords of England ? 

West, The King hath graunted every Article : 
His Daughter first ; and m sequele, all, 
According to their firme proposed natures. 

ExeU Onely he hath not yet subscribed this : 
Where your Majestie denoands. That the King of France having 
any occasion to write for matter of Graunt, shall name your High- 
nesse in this forme, and with this addition, in French : Nostre 
trescher fht Henry Roy (VAngUterre Heretere de Frounce: and 
thus in Ltatine : Pr£clarusmtu FtRus noster Henricui Rex AngRs 
(b* Heres Franc'ut. 

France, Nor this I have not Brother so deny'd. 
But your request shall make me let it passe. 

England. I pray you then, in love and deare allyance. 
Let that one Article ranke with the rest. 
And thereupon give me your Daughter. 

France. Take her faire Sonne, and from her blood rayte up 
Issue to me, that the contending Kingdomcs 
Of France and England, whose very shoares looke pale, 
With envy of each others happinesse. 
May cease their hatred ; and this deare Conjun^OD 
Plant Neighbour-hood and Christian-like accord 
In their sweet Bosomes : that never Warre advance 
His bleeding sword 'twixt England and &ire France. 

Lords. Amen. 

King. Now welcome Kate : and beare me witnesse all 
That here I kisse her as my Soveraigne Queene. FlowruL 

Quee. God, the best maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realmes in one : 
As Man and Wife being two, are one in love. 
So be there 'twixt your Kingdomes such a Spousall, 
That never may ill Office, or fell Jealousie, 
Which troubles oft the Bed of blessed Marriage, 
Thrust m betweene the Pation of these Kingdomes, 



282 The Life of Henry the Ftft. act v. 

To make divorce of their incorporate League : 
That English may as French, French Englishmen, 
Receive each other. God vpcakt this Amen. 

jitt. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day» 
My Lord of Burgundy wee'le take your Oath 
And all the Peeres, for suretie of our Leagues. 
Then shall I sweare to Kate^ and you to me, 
And may our Oathes well kept and prosperous be. 

Senei, Exeunt^ 

Enter Chorur» 

Thus hxre with rough, and all-unable Pen, 
Our bending Author hath pursued the Story, 
In little roome confining mightie men, 
Mangling by starts the full course of their glory. 
Small time : but in that small, most greatly lived 
This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, the Worlds best Garden he atchieved : 
And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord. 
Henry the Sixt, in Infant Bands crownM King 
Of France and England, did this King succeed : 
Whose State so many had the managing. 
That they lost France, and made his England bleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath showne ; and for their sake^ 
In your ^re minds let this acceptance take. 



FINIS. 



The first Part of Henry the Sixt. 



Ailus Primus. Scosna Prima, 

Dead March, 

Enter the FuneraB of Kmg Henry the Fjftf attended on by the Duke 
of Be^ordy Regent of France ; the Duke of Glotter^ Pro* 
teBor i the Duke of Exeter fVarwicke^ the Buhop ofWmchuter^ 
and the Duke of Somerset, 

Bedford. 

Ung be the heavens with black, yield day to night ; 
ConoetB importing change of Times and States, 
Brandish your crystall Tresses in the Side, . 

And with them scourge the bad revoking Stars, 

That have consented unto Henriet death : 

King Henry the Fiit, too famous to live long, 

England ne're lost a King of so much worth. 
Glost. England ne're had a King untill his time : 

Vertue he had, deserving to command. 

His brandisht Sword did Uinde men with his beames, 

His Armes spred wider then a Dragons Wings : 

His sparkling Eyes, repleat with wnithfiill fire, 

More dazled and drove back his Enemies, 

Then mid-day Sunne, fierce bent against their faces. 

What should I say ? his Deeds exceed all speech : 

He ne're lift up his Hand, but conquered. 

Exe, We moume in black, why mourn we not in blood ? 

Henry is dead, and never shall revive : 
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Upon a Woodden Coffin we attend ; 
And Deaths dishonourable Victories 
We with our stately presence glorifie, 
Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Carre. 
What ? shall we curse the Planets of Mishap, 
That plotted thus our Glories overthrow ? 
Or shall we thinke the subtle-witted French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verses have contrived his end. 

IVtncL He was a King, blest of the King of Kings. 
Unto the French, the dreadful! Judgement-Day 
So dreadfull will not be, as was his sight. 
The Battailes of the Lord of Hosts he fought : 
The Churches Prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glojt. The Church ? where is it ? 
Had not Church-men pray'd. 
His thred of Life had not so soone decay'd. 
None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, 
Whom like a Schoole-boy you may over-awe. 

Wmcb. Glotter^ what ere we like, thou art Protedor, 
And lookest to command the Prince and Realme : 
Thy Wife is prowd, she holdeth thee in awe. 
More then God or Religious Church-men may. 

GlosU Name not Religion, for thou lov*8t the Flesh, 
And ne're throughout the yeere to Church thou go'st. 
Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

Bed, Cease, cease these Jarres, & rest your minds in peace : 
Let's to the Altar : Heralds wayt on us ; 
In stead of Gold, wee'le oflfer up our Armes, 
Since Armes avayle not, now that Henrfs dead, 
Posteritie await for wretched yeeres. 
When at their Mothers moistned eyes, Babes shall suck. 
Our He be made a Nourish of salt Teares, 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead. 
Henry the Fift, thy Ghost I invocate : 



sc. I. The First Part of Henry the Sixt. 285 

Prosper this Realme, keepe it from Civill Broyles, 
Combat with adverse Planets in the Heavens ; 
A farre more glorious Starre thy Soul will make. 
Than JuSus dtsar, or brigh t 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess, My honourable Lords, health to you all. 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 
Of losse, of slaughter, and discomfiture : 
Guyen, Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 
Paris, Guysors, Poidtiers, are all quite lost. 

Bedf, Wliat say^st thou man, before dead Henry* s Coarse ? 
Speake softly, or the losse of those great Townes 
Will make him burst his Lead, and rise firom death. 

Glost, Is Paris lost ? is Roan yeelded up ? 
If Henry were recalled to life againe, 
These news would cause him once nx>re yeeld the Ghost. 

Exe, How were they lost ? what trecherie was usM ? 

Mess, No trecherie, but want of Men and Money. 
Amongst the Souldiers this is muttered. 
That here you maintaine severall Fadtions : 
And whil'st a Field should be dispatcht and fought, 
You are disputing of your Generals. 
One would have lingring Warres, with little cost ; 
Another would flye swift, but wanteth Wings ; 
A third thinkes, without expence at all, 
By guilefiill faire words. Peace may be obtayn'd. 
Awake, awake, English Nobilitie, 
Let not slouth dimme your Honors, new begot ; 
Cropt are the Flower-de-Luces in your Armes 
Of Englands Coat, one halfe is cut away. 

Exe, Were our Teares wanting to this Fuoerall, 
These Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

Bedf, Me they conceme, Regent I am of France. 
Give me my steeled Coat, He fight for France. 
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Away with these disgraceAill wayling Robes ; 
Wounds will I lend the French, in stead of Eyes, 
To weepe their intermissiTe Miseries. 

Enter to them another Messenger, 

Mess. Lords view these Letters, full of bad mischance. 
France is revolted from the English quite, 
Except some petty Townes, of no import. 
The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rheimes : 
The Bastard of Orleance with him is joyn'd : 
Reynold^ Duke of Anjou, doth take his part, 
The Duke of Alanson flyeth to his side. Exit. 

Exe, The Dolphin crownM King ? all flye to him ? 

whither shall we flye from this reproach ? 

Glost. We will not flye, but to our enemies throats. 
Bedford if thou be slacke, He fight it out. 

Bed. Gloster^ why doubtst thou of my forwardnesse ? 
An Army have I muster'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over-run. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mes, My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments. 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henries hearse, 

1 must informe you of a dismall fight. 
Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot^ and the French. 

Win, What ? wherein Taihot overcame, is't so ? 

3. Mess. O no : wherein Lord Taiboi was o'rethrown : 
The circumstance He tell you more at large. 
The tenth of August last, this dreadfliU Lord, 
Retyring from the Siege of Orleance, 
Having Rdl scarce six thousand in his troupe. 
By three and twentte thousand of the French 
Was round incompassed, and set upon : 
No leysure had he to enranke his men. 
He wanted Pikes to set before his Archen : 
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Instead whereof, sharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 

They pitched in the ground confusedly. 

To keepe the Horsemen off, from breaking in. 

More then three houres the fight continued : 

Where valiant Talbot^ above humane thought, 

Enadled wonders with his Sword and Lance. 

Hundreds he sent to Hell, and none durst stand him : 

Here, there, and every where enrag'd, he flew. 

The French exclaym'd, the Devill was in Armes, 

All the whole Army stood agaz'd on him. 

His Souldiers spying his undaunted Spirit, 

A Talboty a Talbot^ cry'd out amaine. 

And rusht into the Bowels of the Battaile. 

Here had the Conquest fully been seal'd up. 

If Sir John Fdstt^e had not played the Coward. 

He being m the Vauward, placet behinde. 

With purpose to relieve and follow them. 

Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroake. 

Hence grew the generall wrack and massacre : 

Enclosed were they with their Enemies. 

A base Wallon, to win the Dolphins grace. 

Thrust Talbot with a Speare into the Back, 

Whom all France, with their chiefe assembled strength^ 

Durst not presume to looke once in the face. 

Bedf. Is Talbot slaine then ? I will slay my selfe. 
For living idly here, in pompe and ease, 
Whil'st such a worthy Leader, wanting ayd. 
Unto his dastard fbc-men is betrayed. 

3. Mess. O no^ he lives, but 18 tooke Prisoner, 
And Lord Scaies with him, and Lord Hungerford: 
Most of the rest slaughter'd, or tooke likewise. 

BedJ. His Ransome there is none but I shall pay. 
He hale the Dolphin headlong finom his Throne, 
His Crowne shall be the Ransome of my friend : 
Foure of their Lords lie change for one of ours. 
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Farvdl mj Martm* to my Taake wOl L 
Boofim ID France forthwith I am to make. 
To keepe our great Samt Georges Feast withaD. 
Ten thousand SoukBert with me I will take. 
Whose bloody deeds diaD make all Europe ({oake. 

3. Mess. So yoo had need* for Orleance is betieg'dy 
The English Anny is growne weak and &int : 
The Earle of Salisbury craTCth supply, 
And hardly keepes his men firom mutinie. 
Since they so few, watch sach a multitude. 

Exe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Ilemry swome : 
Eyther to quell the Dolphin utterly. 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 

Bet^. I doe remember it, and here take my lea?e. 
To goe about my pirparation. £xii Be^ord 

Gloit. lie to the Tower with all the hast I can. 
To view th'Artillerie and Munition, 
And then I will prodayme young Henry King. Exk Obiter, 

Exe, To Eltam will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordayn'd his speciall Governor, 
And for his safetie there He best demise. Exit, 

Wmcb, Each hath his Place and Fundion to attend : 
I am left out ; for me nothing remaines : 
But long I will not be Jack out of Office. 
The King from Eltam I mtend to send. 
And sit at chiefest Sterne of publique Weale. Exit 

Sound a Fhurub, 
Enter CbarUs^ Ahmstm^ and Ragnar^ marclkng with 

Drum and Soulier s. 

Charles, Mars his true moving, even as in the Heavens, 
So in the Earth, to this day is not knowne. 
Late did he shine upon the English side : 
Now we are Victors, upon us he smiles. 
What Townes of any moment, but we hare ? 
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At pleasure here we lye, neere Orleance : 
Otherwhiles, the famisht Englishy like pale Ghosts, 
Faintly besiege us one houre in a moneth. 

Alan, They want their Porredge, & their fat Bui Beeves : 
Eyther they must be dyeted like Mules, 
And have their Provender ty'd to tKeir mouthes, 
Or pitteous they will looke, like drowned Mice. 

Rdgneir. Let's rayse the Siege : why live we idly here ? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to feare : 
Remayneth none but mad-bray n'd SoBsbury^ 
And he may well in fretting spend his gall. 
Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warrc. 

Charles, Sound, sound Alarum, we will rush on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlome French : 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth-me, 

When he sees me goe back one foot, or fljre. Exeunt, 

Here Alarumy they are beaten back by the EngHthf 

with great losse. 

Enter Charles^ Alaniony and Reigneir. 

Charles. Who ever saw the like ? what men have I ? 
Dogges, Cowards, Dastards : I would ne*re have fled, 
But that they left me 'midst my Enemies. 

Reigneir, Salisbury is a desperate Homicide, 
He fighteth as one weary of his life : 
The other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode. 
Doe rush upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alanson. Fmysard^ a Countreyman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands breed. 
During the time Edward the third did raigne : 
More truly now may this be verified ; 
For none but Samsons and GoRasses 
It sendeth forth to skirmish : one to teone ? 
Leane raw-bon'd Rascals, who would e're suppose, 
They had such courage and audadtie ? 

IT. T 
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Charles. Let's leave this TowDCy 
For they are hayre-braynM Slayesy 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old I know them ; rather with thetr Teeth 
The Walls they'le teare downe, then forsake the Siege. 

Reignar. I thinke by some odde Gtromors or I>eTiGe 
Their Armes are set, like Clocks, still to strike od ; 
Else ne*re could they hold out so as they doe : 
By my consent, wee'le eren let them alone. 

jllansm. Be it so. 

EnUr the Bastard of OrUance. 

Bastard, Where's the Prince Dolphin? I have newes for 

him. 

Dolph, Bastard of Orleance, thrice welcome to us. 

Bast. Me thinks your looks are sad, your chear 24>pal'd. 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence \ 
Be not dismay'd, for succour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 
Which by a Vision sent to her from Heaven, 
Ordayned is to rayse this tedious Siege, 
And drive the English forth the bounds of France : 
The spirit of deepe Prophecie she hath, 
Exceeding the nine S'lbjls of old Rome : 
What's past, and what's to come, she can descry. 
Speake, shall I call her in \ beleeve my words. 
For they are certaine, and unfallible. 

Dolph. Goe call her in : but first, to try her skill, 
Rngnler stand thou as Dolphin in my place ; 
Question her prowdly, let thy Lookes be steme. 
By this meanes shall we sound what skill she hath* 

Enter Joane PuxeL 

Retgneir. Faire Maid, is't thou wilt doe these wondfXKit 

feats ? 
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PuxeL ReignieTy Wt thou that thinkest to beguile me ? 
Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from behinde, 
I know thee well, though never seene before. 
Be not amaz'dy there's nothing hid from me ; 
In private will I talke with thee apart : 
Stand back you Lords, and give us leave a while. 

Reigneir, She takes upon her bravely at first dash. 

Pu%eL Dolphin, I am by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 
My wit untrayn'd in any kind of Art : 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To shine on my contemptible estate. 
Loe, whilest I wayted on my tender Lambes, 
And to Sunnes parching heat display'd my cheekes, 
Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me, 
And in a Vision full of Majestie, 
Wiird me to leave my base Vocation, 
And free my Countrey from Calamitie : 
Her ayde she promis'd, and assur'd successe. 
In compleat Glory shee reveal'd her selfe : 
And whereas I was black and swart before. 
With those deare Rayes, which shee infus'd on me, 
That beautie am I blest with, which you may see. 
Aske me what question thou canst posidble, 
And I will answer unpremeditated ; 
My Courage trie by Combat, if thou dar'st, 
And thou shalt finde that I exceed my Sex. 
Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate. 
If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. 

Dolph, Thou hast astoniaht me with thy high termes : 
Onely this proofe lie of thy Valour make, 
In single Combat thou shalt buckle with me ; 
And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true, 
Otherwise I renounce all confidence. 

Puxel, I am prepar'd : here is my keene-edgM Sword, 
Deckt with fine Flower-de-Luces on each nde, 
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The which at Tourainey in S. Katberinet Church-yardy 
Out of a great deale of old Iron, I choie forth. 

Dolph, Then come a Gods name, I feare do woman. 

Pwul, And while I live. He ne're flye from a man. 
J Here iheyjight^ and Joane de Pwtel aoercoi 

Dolph. Stay, stay thy hands, thou art an Araazon, 
And tightest with the Sword of Debora, 

Pu%eL Christs Mother helpes me, else I were too weake. 
I Dolph. Who e're helps thee, 'tis thou that must help me. 

{ Impatiently I bume with thy desire. 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu'd. 
Excellent Pu%el^ if thy name be so. 
Let me thy servant, and not Soveraigne be, 
'Tis the French Dolphin sueth to thee thus. 

PuxeL I must not yeeld to any rights of Love, 
For my Profession's sacred from above : 
When I have chased all thy Foes from hence, 
Then will I thinke upon a recompence. 

Dolph, Meane time looke gracious on thy prostrate Thrall. 

Reigneir. My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 

jilofu. Doubtlesse he shrives this woman to her smock. 
Else ne're could he so long protrad his speech. 

Reignetr, Shall wee disturbe him, since hee keepes no meanc 

jllan. He may meane more then we poore men do know. 
These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Reigneir. My Lord, where are you ? what devise you on ? 
Shall we give o're Orleance, or no ? 

Puxel, Why no, I say : distrustful Recreants, 
Fight till the last gaspe : He be your guard. 

Dolph. What shee sayes, He confirme : wee'le fight it out. 

Puzel. Assigned am I to be the English Scourge. 
This night the Siege assuredly He rayse : 
Expert Saint Martiru Summer, Halcyons dayes. 
Since I have cntred into these Warrci. 
Glory is like a Circle in the Water, 
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Which never ceaseth to enlarge it aelfe, 
Till by broad spreading, it disperse to naught. 
With Henries death, the English Circle ends. 
Dispersed are the glories it included : 
Now am I like that prowd insulting Ship, 
Which Cssar and his fortune bare at once. 

Dolph. Was Mahomet inspired with a Dove ? 
Thou with an Eagle art inspired then. 
Heletiy the Mother of Great Corutantme^ 
Nor yet S. PhiRps daughters were like thee. 
Bright Starre of Fentu^ ^ne downe on the Earth, 
How may I reverently worship thee enough ? 

Alansm, Leave off delayes, and let us rayse the Siege. 

Reigneir, Woman, do what thou canst to save our honors, 
Drive them from Orleance, and be immortalized. 

Dolph. Presently wee'le try : come, let's away about it. 
No Prophet will I trust, if shee prove false. Exeunl. 

Enter Glostery with bu Serving-'men, 

Glost. I am come to survey the Tower this day ; 
Since Henries death, I feare there is Conveyance : 
Where be these Warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the Gates, *tis Gloster that calls. 

1. Warder. Who's there, that knocks so imperiously? 
Glost. I. Man, It is the Noble Duke of Gloster. 

2. Warder, Who ere he be, you may not be let in. 

I. Man, Villaines, answer you so the Lord Protestor? 
I. Warder. The Lord protect him, so we answer him. 
We doe no otherwise then wee are will'd. 

Glost. Who willed you ? or whose will stands but mine ? 
There's none Prote^or of the Realme, but I : 
Breake up the Gates, He be your warrandze ; 
Shall I be flowtcd thus by dunghill Groomes ? 

Glosters men rush at the Tower Gates^ and Woodvile the 

Lieutenant speaket within. 
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WoadvUe, Whit noyse is this ? what TraTtore hare 

Glosi. Lieutenant, is it you whose voyce I heare ? 
Open the Gates, here's Gloiifr that would enter. 

Woodvlle. Have patience Noble Duke, I may not open^ 
The Cardinal! of Winchester forbids : 
From him I have expresse commandement. 
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in. 

Glott. Faint-hearted IVoodviUy prizest him 'fore me ? 
Arrogant Winches ier^ that haughtie Prelate, 
Whom Henry our late Soveraigne ne're could brooke ? 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the King : 
Open the Gates, or He shut thee out shortly. 

Servtngmen. Open the Gates unto the Lord Prote^or, 
Or wee'le burst them open, if that you come not quickly. 

Enter to the ProteQor at the Tower Gates Winchester^ and 

his men In Tawney Coates. 

Wlnchest, How now ambitious Umphetr^ what meanes this \ 
Glost, Piel'd Priest, doo'st thou command me to be shut ou 
Winch. I doe, thou most usurping Proditor, 
And not Protestor of the King or Realme. 

Glost, Stand back thou manifest Conspirator, 
Thou that contrived'st to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou that giv'st Whores Indulgences to sinne. 
He canvas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Winch. Nay, stand thou back, I will not budge a foot : 
This be Damascus, be thou cursed Com, 
j' To slay thy Brother jibel^ if thou wilt. 

' Glost. I will not slay thee, but lie drive thee back : 

i| Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 

1^ He use, to carry thee out of this place. 

Winch. Doe what thou dar'st, I beard thee to thy face. 
Glost. What ? am I dar'd, and bearded to my face ? 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place. 
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Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Priest, beware your Beard, 

I meane to tugge it, and to cufFe you soundly. 

Under my feet I stampe thy Cardinalls Hat : 

In spight of Pope, or dignities of Church, 

Here by the Cheekes lie drag thee up and downe. 

fVlncb, Gloster^ thou wilt answere this before the Pope. 

Glost. Winchester Goose, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why doc you let them stay ? 
Thee He chase hence, thou Wolfe in Sheepes array. 
Out Tawney-Coates, out Scarlet Hypocrite. 

Here Glosters men beat out the CarSnalh men^ and enter In the 
hurly-burly the Afaior of Londony andhii Officers » 

Maior. Fye Lords, that you being supreme Magistrates, 
Thus contumeliously should breake the Peace. 

Glost, Peace Maior, thou know'st little of my wrongs : 
Here's Beauford^ that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath here distrayn'd the Tower to his use. 

IVmch. Here's Glotter^ a Foe to Citizens, 
One that still motions Warre, and never Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purses with large Fines ; 
That seekes to overthrow Religion, 
Because he is Protedor of the Realme ; 
And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himselfe King, and suppresse the Prince. 

Glost. I will not answer thee with words, but blowes. 

Here they skirmish againe, 

Maior, Naught rests for me, in this tumultuous strife. 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come Officer, as lowd as e're thou canst cry : 

jlll manner of men^ assembled here in Armes this day^ agmnst 

Gods Peace and the Kings ^ wee charge and command you^ in his 

Highnesse Name^ to refayre to your severall dwelling places^ and 

not to weare^ handlcy or use any Sword^ Weapon^ or Dagger hence* 

forward^ ufon faine of death* 
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Glost, , Cardinally He be no breaker of the Law : 
But we shall meet, and breake our minds at large. 

IVtnch. GiosteTf wee'le meet to thy cost, be sure : 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this dayes worke. 

Mmor, He call for Clubs, if you will not away : 
This Cardinall's more haughtie then the Devill. 

Glost. Maior farewell : thou doo'st but what thou may^st. 

IVmcb, Abhominable Gl osier ^ guard thy Head, 
For I intend to have it ere long. Exnmt, 

Maior, See the Coast cleared, and then we will depart. 
Good God, these Nobles should such stomacks beare, 
I my selfe fight not once in fortie yeere. Exeunt^ 

Enter the Master Gunner of Orleance^ and his Boy, 

M. Gunner, Sirrha, thou know'st how Orleance is besieg'd. 
And how the English have the Suburbs wonne. 

Soy. Father I know, and oft have shot at them. 
How e're unfortunate, I missM my ayme. 

Af. Gunner, But now thou shalt not. Be thou nil'd by me : 
Chiefe Master Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Something I must doe to procure me grace : 
The Princes espyals have informed me. 
How the English, in the Suburbs close entrencht» 
Went through a secret Grate of Iron Barres, 
In yonder Tower, to over-peere the Citie, 
And thence discover, how with most advantage 
They may vex us with Shot or with Assault. 
To intercept this inconvenience, 
A Peece of Ordnance 'gainst it I have plac'd. 
And even these three dayes have I watcht. 
If I could see them. Now doe thoa watch. 
For I can stay no longer. 
If thou spy'st any, runne and bring me word. 
And thou shalt finde me at the Governors. Exli. 

Boy, Father, I warrant you, take you no care. 
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He never trouble you, if I may spye them. Exit. 

Enter SaFuhury and Talbot on the Turrets^ with others. 

Sal'uh, Talbot^ my life, my joy, againe return'd ? 
How wert thou haDcUed, being Prisoner ? 
Or by what meanes got's thou to be released ? 
Discourse I prethee on this Turrets top. 

Talbot, The Earle of Bedford had a Prisoner, 
Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de Santrayle^ 
For him was I exchanged, and ransom'd. 
But with a baser man of Armes by farre. 
Once in contempt they would have barter'd me : 
Which I disdaining, scom'd, and craved death. 
Rather then I would be so pil'd esteem'd : 
In fine, redeem'd I was as I desir'd. 
But O, the trecherous Falstaffe wounds my heart. 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute. 
If I now had him brought into my power. 

Saltsb. Yet tell'st thou not, how thou wert entertained. 

Tal, With scoffes and scomes, and contumelious taunts. 
In open Market-place produc't they me, 
To be a publique spedacle to all : 
Here, sayd they, is the Terror of the French, 
The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children so. 
Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 
And with my nayles digg'd stones out of the ground. 
To hurle at the beholders of my shame. 
My grisly countenance made others flye. 
None durst come neere, for feare of suddaine death. 
In Iron Walls they deem'd me not secure : 
So great feare of my Name 'mongst them were spread. 
That they suppos'd I coidd rend Barres of Steele, 
And spume in pieces Posts of Adamant. 
Wherefore a guard of chosen Shot I had. 
That walkt about me every Minute while : 
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And if I did but stirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to shoot me to the heart. 

Enter the Bey with a Linstock. 

Salisb, I grieve to heare what torments you endur'dy 
But we will be reveng'd sufficiently* 
Now it is Supper time in Orleance : 
Here, through this Grate, I count each one. 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie : 
Let us looke in, the sight will much delight thee : 
Sir Tbonuu GargravCy and Sir Willtam Glaiudale^ 
Let me have your expresse opinions. 
Where is best place to make our Batt'ry next ? 

Gargrave, I thinke at the North Gate, for there stands 
Lords. 

Glansdale. And I heere, at the Bulwarke of the Bridge. 

Talb, For ought I see, this Citie must be famisht. 
Or with light Skirmishes enfeebled. 

Here they shot^ and BalUhury falls do^one. 

Salish. O Lord have mercy on us, wretched sinners. 

Gargr. O Lord have mercy on me, wofiill man. 

Talb. What chance is this, that suddenly hath crost us ? 
Speake Salisbury ; at least, if thou canst, speake : 
How far'st thou. Mirror of all Martiall men ? 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheekes side struck oSl 
Accursed Tower, accursed fatall Hand, 
That hath contrived this wofiill Tragedie. 
In thirteene Battailes, Salisbury oVecame: 
Henry the Fift he first trayn'd to the Warres. 
Whil'st any Trumpe did sound, or Drum struck up^ 
His Sword did ne're leave striking in the field. 
Yet liv'st thou SaKsbury ? though thy speech doth fayle. 
One Eye thou hast to looke to Heaven for grace. 
The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World. 
Heaven be thou gracious to none alive. 
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If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 
Beare hence his Body, I will helpe to bury it. 
Sir Thomtu Gargrave^ hast thou any life ? 
Speake unto Talbot^ nay, looke up to him. 
Salisbury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort. 

Thou shalt not dye whiles 

He beckens with his hand, and smiles on me : 
As who shoidd say, When I am dead and gone. 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plantaginet I will, and like thee. 
Play on the Lute, beholding the Townes bume : 
Wretched shall France be onely in my Name. 

Here an jilantm^ and it Thunders and Lightens. 
What stirre is this \ what tumult's in the Heavens ? 
Whence commeth this Alarum, and the noyse \ 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather'd head. 
The Dolphin, with one Joane de Pi/s^/ joyn'd, 
A holy Prophetesse, new risen up, 
Is come with a great Power, to rayse the Siege. 

Here Salisbury Ttfteth himself e up^ and groanes, 

TaUf. Heare, heare, how dying Salisbury doth groane, 
It irkes his heart he cannot be reveng'd. 
Frenchmen, He be a Salisbury to you. 
Puxel or Pussel^ Dolphin or Dog-fish, 
Your hearts He stampe out with my Horses heeles, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines. 
Convey me Salisbury into his tent, 
And then wee'le try what these dastard Frenchmen dare. 

Alarum. Exeunt, 

Here an Alarum agcune^ and Talbot fursueth the Dolphm^ and 
driveth him : Then enter Joane de Puxel^ driving Englishmen 
before her. Then enter Talbot * 

Talb. Where is my strength, my valour, and my fierce ? 



3^0 The First Pari of Henry the Sixt. 



Our English Troupes retyre, I cannot stay them, 
A Woman clad in Annour chaaeth them. 

Enter PuztL 
Here, here shee comes, lie have a bowt with thcc : 
Devilly or Devils Dam, He conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch, 
And straightway give thy Soule to him thou serv'it. 

Puxel. Come, come, 'tis onely I that must disgrace thee. 

Here tbey^ 

Talh, Heavens, can you suffer Hell so to prevayle ? 
My brcst He burst with straining of my courage. 
And from my shoulders crack my Armes asunder, 
But I will chastise this high-minded Strumpet. 

Theyjight ag 

Puzel, Talbot farwell, thy houre is not yet come, 
I must goe Viduall Orleance forthwith : 

-/f short jilarum : then enter the Towne tvi/lf Soulc 
O're-take me if thou canst, I scome thy strength. 
Goe, goe, chcare up thy hungry-starved men, 
Helpe SaPubury to make his Testament, 
This day is ours, as many more shall be. J 

TaB, My thoughu are whirled like a Potters Wheeie, 
I know not where I am, nor what I doe : 
A Witch by feare, not force, like Hannibal^ 
Drives back our troupes, and conquers as she lists : 
So Bees with Smoake, and Doves with noysome stench. 
Are from their Hyves and Houses driven away. 
They calPd us, for our fiercenesse, English Dogges, 
Now like to Whelpes, we crying runne away. 

^ *hort jfla 

Hcarke Countreymen, eyther renew the fight. 
Or teare the Lyons out of Englands Coat ; 
Renounce your Soyle, give Sheepe in Lyons stead : 
Sheepe run not halfe so trecherous from the Wolfe, 
Or Horse or Oxen from the Leopard, 
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As you flye from your oft-subdued slaves. 

Alarum, Here another Sklnmsh, 
It will not be, retyre into your Trenches 2 
You all consented unto SaTtsburies death. 
For none would strike a stroake in his revenge. 
Puxel is entred into Orleance, 
In spight of us, or ought that we could doe. 
O would I were to die with Salisbury^ 
The shame hereof, will make me hide my head. Exit Talbot, 

Alarum^ Retreat^ Flouruh. 

Enter on the IVallsy Puxel^ Dolphin^ Reigneir^ Alanion^ ami 

Souldiers, 

Pu%eL Advance our waving Colours on the Walls, 
Rcscu'd is Orleance from the English. 
Thus Joane de Puxel hath perform'd her word. 

Dolph, Divinest Creature, Astreds Daughter, 
How shall I honour thee for this successe ? 
Thy promises are like Adonis Garden, 
That one day bloom'd, and fruitfiill were the next 
France, triumph in thy glorious Prophetesse, 
Recover'd is the Towne of Orleance, 
More blessed hap did ne're befall our State. 

Reigneir, Why ring not out the Bells alowd. 
Throughout the Towne ? 
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 
And feast and banquet in the open streets, 
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Alans, All France will be repleat with mirth and joy. 
When they shall heare how we have play'd the mea. 

Dolph. 'Tis Joantf not we, by whom the day it wonne : 
For which, I will divide my Crowne with her» 
And all the Priests and Fryers in my Realme, 
Shall m procession sing her endleste preyae. 
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A statcljcr Pjrramis to her De neaiCy 

Thro Rbodopb^s or Memftis eirer wai^ 

lo merDorie of her, wbm die b dead. 

Her Aihety io an Unie morr precio oi 

Then the rich-jewei'd Coflcr of Darhu, 

Tranfported, shall be at high Festirals 

Before the Kings and Qoeenes of France. 

No longer on Saint Denmr will we cry. 

But Joane de Puxel shall be Fiance's Saint. 

Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, 

After this Golden Day of Vidorie. Flourish. £xtmmi. 
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Enter a Sergeant of a Band^ tvUh t^vo Sentmtls. 

Ser, Sirs, take your pbces, and be vigilant : 
If any noyse or Souldier you perceive 
Ncere to the walles, by some apparant signe 
Let us have knowledge at the Court of Guard. 

Sent, Sergeant you shall. Thus are poore Servitors 
(When others sleepe upon their quiet beds) 
Constrained to watch in darknesse, raine, and cold. 

Enter Talhoty Bedford^ and Burgundy^ with scaling Ladders : 
Their Drummes beating a Dead March, 

Tah Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy^ 
By whose approach, the Regions of Artoys^ 
fVa/ion, and Pkardy^ are friends to us : 
This happy night, the Frenchmen are secure, 
Having all day carows'd and banquetted, 
Embrace we then this opportunitie, 
As fitting best to quittance their deceite. 
Contrived by Art, and balefull Sorcerie. 
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Bed. Coward of France, how much he wrongs his fame, 
Dispairing of his owne amies fortitude. 
To joyne with Witches, and the heipe of HelL 

Bur, Traitors have never other company. 
But what's that Pu%ell whom they tearme so pure ? 

Tal. A Maid, they say. 

Bed, A Maid ? And be so martial! ? 

Bun Pray God she prove not masculine ere long : 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armour, as she hath begun. 

TaL Well, let them prafHse and converse with spirits. 
God is our Fortresse, in whose conquering name 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarkes. 

Bed, Ascend brave Talbot^ we will follow thee. 

Tah Not altogether : Better farre I guesse. 
That we do make our entrance severall wayes : 
That if it chance the one of us do faile. 
The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed. Agreed ; He to yond comer. 

Bur, And I to this. 

Tid, And heere will Talhoi mount, or make his grave. 
Now Salisbury^ for thee and for the right 
Of English Henrjy shall this night appeare 
How much in duty, I am bound to both. 

Sent, Arme, arme, the enemy doth make assault. 

Cry, S, George^ A Talbot, 

The French leape ore the waHes in their shirts. Enter severaU 
wayes ^ Bastardy Alanson^ Ragmer^ halfe ready ^ and halfe 
unready, 

Alan, How now my Lords ? what all unreadie so ? 
Bast, Unready ? I and glad we scap'd so well. 
Reig, Twas time (I trow) to wake and leave our beds. 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores. 

Alan, Of all exploits since first I foUow'd Arroes, 
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Nere heard I of a warlike enterprizc 
More Yenturousy or desperate then this. 

Bast. I thinke this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 

Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens sure favour him. 

jilani. Here commeth Charles^ I marvell how he sped ? 

Enter Charles and Joane. 

Bait. Tut, holy Joane was his defensive Guard. 

CharL Is this thy cunning, thou deceitfidl Dame ? 
Didst thou at first, to flatter us withall, 
Make us partakers of a litde gayne, 
That now our losse might be ten times so much ? 

Joane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend ? 
At all times will you have my Power alike ? 
Sleepmg or Waking, must I still prevayle. 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 
Improvident Souldiors, had your Watch been good. 
This sudden Mischiefe never could have ^Ine. 

Chart, Duke of Alanson, this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch to Night, 
Did looke no better to that weighde Charge. 

Alans, Had all your Quarters been as safely kept. 
As that whereof I had the government. 
We had not beene thus shamefUly surpriz'd. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Reig, And so was mine, my Lord 

Chart. And for my selfe, most part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine owne Precinct, 
I was imploy'd in passing to and fro, 
About relieving of the Sentinels. 
Then how, or which way, should they first breake in ? 

Joane. Question (my Lords) no further of the case, 
How or which way ; 'ds sure they found some place. 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
And now there rests no other shift but this, 
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To gather our SouIdiorSy scattered and disperc't. 

And lay new Plat-formes to endammage them. Exeunt. 

Alarum, Enter a SouUBer^ crying^ a Talbot^ a Talbot : 
tbeyjlye^ leaving their Clothes behind, 

SouUL He be so bold to take what they have left : 
The Cry of Talbot serves me for a Sword, 
For I have loaden me with many Spoyles, 
Using no other Weapon but his Name. Exit, 

Enter Talbot, Bedford^ BurgumCe, 

Bedf. The Day begins to breake, and Night is fled. 
Whose pitchy Mantle over-vayl'd the Earth. 
Here sound Retreat, and cease our hot pursuit. Retreat. 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 
And here advance it in the Market-Place, 
The middle Centure of this cursed Towne. 
Now have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soule : 
For every drop of blood was drawne from him. 
There hath at least five Frenchmen dyed to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 
What mine happened in revenge of him, 
Within their chiefest Temple He erect 
A Tombe, wherein his Corps shall be interred : 
Upon the which, that every one may reade. 
Shall be engraved the sacke of Orleance, 
The trecherous manner of his mournefull death, 
And what a terror he had beene to France. 
But Lords, in all our bloudy Massacre, 
I muse we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 
His new-come Champion, virtuous Joane of Acre, 
Nor any of his false Confederates. 

Bed/. *Tis thought Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 
Rows'd on the sudden from their drowsie Beds, 

IV. u 
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^i Thry did amongst the troupes of armed men, 

'] Leape ore the Walls for refuge in the field. 

^; ^i"^» My selfe, as £uTe as I could well discern e, 

j For smoake, and duskie vapours of the night, 

:: Am sure I scared the Dolphin and his Trull, 

1 When Arme m Arme they both came swiftly running, 

^ Like to a payre of loving Turtle-Doves, 

That could not live asunder day or night. 
After that things are set in order here, 
Wec'le follow them with all the power we have. 

EttUr a Messenger. 

Mess, All hayle, my Lords : which of this Princely trayne 
Call ye the Warlike Talhot, for his Aas 
So much applauded through the Realme of France ? 

Tedb. Here is the Talhot^ who would speak with him ? 

Mess, The vertuous Lady, Countesse of Overgne, 
With modestie admiring thy Renowne, 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'st vouchsafe 
To visit her poore Castle where she lyes. 
That she may boast she hath beheld the man. 
Whose glory fills the World with lowd report. 

Burg, Is it even so ? Nay, then I see our Wanes 
Will tume unto a peacefull Comick sport. 
When Ladyes crave to be encountred with. 
You may not (my Lord) despise her gentle suit. 

TaUf. Ne're trust me then : for when a World of men 
Could not prevayle with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hath a Womans kindnesse over-rulM : 
And therefore tell her, I retume great thankes, 
And in submission will attend on her. 
Will not your Honors beare me company ? 

Bedf. No, truly, 'tis more then manners will : 
And I have heard it sayd. Unbidden Guests 
Are often welcommest when they are gone. 
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TaW, Well then, alone (since there's no remedie) 
I meane to prove this Ladyes courtesie. 
Come hither Captaine, you perceive my minde. Wljupert. 

CapU I doe my Lord, and meane accordingly. Exeunt, 

Enter Counieue. 

Count, Porter, remember what I gave in charge, 

And when you have done so, bring the Keyes to me. 

Port, Madame, I will. Exit, 

Count, The Plot is layd, if all things M out right, 

I shall as famous be by this exploit. 

As Scythian Tomyru by Cyrui death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knight, 

And his atchievements of no lesse account : 

Faine would mine eyes be witnesse with mine eares. 

To give their censure of these rare reports. 

Enter Menenger and Talbot, 

Meu. Madame, according as your Ladyship desir'd. 
By Message crav'd, so is Lord Talbot come. 

Count, And he is welcome : what \ is this the man \ 

Mess, Madame, it is. 

Count, Is this the Scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot^ so much feared abroad ? 
That with his Name the Mothers still their Babes ? 
I see Report is fabulous and false. 
I thought I should have seene some Hercules^ 
A second HeSor^ for his grim aspect. 
And large proportion of his strong knit Limbes. 
Alas, this is a Child, a silly Dwufe : 
It cannot be, this weake and wridiled shrimpe 
Should strike such terror to his Enemies. 

Talh, Madame, I have beene bold to trouble yoo : 
But, since your Ladyship it not at kysore, 
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lie son some other time to vint you. 

Counl. What meanes he now I 
Goe atice him, whither he goei ? 

Mtti. Stay ray Lord Taibot, for my Lady craves. 
To know the cauK of your abrupt departure i 

Talh. Many, for that ihee'i in a wrong beleefe, 
T goe to certific her TalUu't here. 

Ellllr Parirr v/Uh Ktjlt. 

CoitnL If thou be he. then art thou Priaoner. 

Tali. Pri«oncr ? to whom i 

Count. To me, blood<thimie Ixird ; 

And for that cause I trayn'd thee to my House. 
Long time thy shadow hath been thrsU to me, 
For in my Gallery thy Pi^re hangi : 
But DOW the mbnance shall endure the like. 
And I will chaync these Legges and Armes of thine. 
That hast by Tyrannie these many yeere« 
Wasted our Countrey, »Iaine our Citizens, 
And sent our Sonnes and Husbands captivate. 

Tali. Ha, ha, ha. 

Coiml. Laughe« thou Wretch ? 
Thy minh shall tume to moanc. 

T<Jb. I laugh to see your Ladyship so fond, 
To thinke, that you have ought but TalioU shadow. 
Whereon to pradlise your sereritie. 

Counl. Why \ art not thou the man ? 

Taib, I am indeede. 

Counl. Then have I substance too. 

Ta&. No, no, I am but shadow of my selfe : 
You are deceiv'd, my substance is not here ; 
I''or what you see, is but the amallctt pan. 
And least proportion of Hutnanttie ; 
I tell you Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of such a spacious loftie pitch, 



sc. I. The First Pari of Henry the Sixt. 309 

Your Roofe were not sufficient to contayn't 

Count, This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce. 
He will be here, and yet he is not here : 
How can these contrarieties agree ? 

Talh, That will I shew you presently. 
IVlnds hu Homey Drumnui strike up^ a Peale of Ordenance : 

Enter SouliCors, 
How say you Madame ? are you now perswaded. 
That Ta/^t is but shadow of himselfe ? 
These are his substance, sinewes, armes, and strength, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 
Razeth your Cities, and subverts your Townes, 
And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Vidlorious Talbot^ pardon my abuse, 
I finde thou art no lesse then Fame hath bruited. 
And more then may be gathered by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath. 
For I am sorry, that with reverence 
I did not entertaine thee as thou art. 

Talb, Be not dismay'd, faire Lady, nor misconstcr 
The minde of Talbot^ as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 
What you have done, hath not offended me : 
Nor other satisfaction doe I crave. 
But onely with your patience, that we may 
Taste of your Wine, and see what Gates you have. 
For Souldiers stomacks alwayes serve them welL 

Count, With all my heart, and thinke me honored. 
To feast so great a Warrior in my House. Exeunt, 

Enter Richard Planta^enet^ IVarwick^ Somerset^ Poole^ and 

others, 

Torhe, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What meanes this silence ? 
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Dare no man answer in a Case of Truth ? 

Suffl Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd. 
The Garden here is more convenient. 

Tori. Then say at once, if I maintain'd the Truth : 
^i Or else was wrangling Somerset in th'error ? 

Suffi Faith I have beene a Truant in the Law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it. 
And therefore frame the Law unto my will. 

Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then betweene ui 

IVar. Between two Hawks, which flyes the higher pitch. 
Between two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth. 
Between two Blades, which beares the better temper. 
Between two Horses, which doth beare him best, 
Between two Girles, which hath the merryest eye, 
I have perhaps some shallow spirit of Judgement : 
But in these nice sharpe Quillets of the Law, 
Good faith I am no wiser than a Daw. 

Tork. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
The truth appeares so naked on my side, 
•j That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Sonu And on my side it is so well apparrell'd. 
So cleare, so shining, and so evident. 
That it will glinuner through a blind-mans eye. 

Tork. Since you are tongue-ty'd, and so loth to qieake. 
In dumbe significants proclayme your thoughts : 
Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, 
And stands upon the honor of his birth. 
If he suppose that I have pleaded truth. 
From ofiP this Bryer pluck a white Rose with me. 

Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintaine the partie of the truth. 
Pluck a red Rose from off this Thome with me. 

JVar. I love no Colours : and without all colour 
Of base insinuating flatterie, 
I pluck this white Rose with Planlagenet. 
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Su^. I pluck this red Roae, with young Somerset^ 
And say withall, I thinke he held the right. 

Vernon, Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
rUl you conclude, that he upon whose side 
The fewest Roses are cropt firom the Tree, 
Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good Master Vernon^ it is well objedted : 
r I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Tork. And I. 

Vernon. Then for the truth, and plainnesse of the Case, 
1 pluck this pale and Maiden Blossome here, 
G ving my Verdid on the white Rose side. 

Som. Prick not jrour finger as you pluck it off, 
Least bleeding, you doe paint the white Rose red, 
Ard fall on my side so against your will. 

Vernon. If I, my Lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opnion shall be Surgeon to my hurt. 
And keepe me on the side where still I am. 

Srm. Well, well, come on, who else ? 

Lawyer. Unlesse my Studie and my Bookes be false. 
The argument you held, was wrong in you ; 
In signe whereof, I pluck a white Rose too. 

Tftrke, Now Somerset^ where is your argument ? 

Smu Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that 
Shall dye your white Rose in a bloody red. 

Tork. Meane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Roses : 
For pale they looke with feare, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som. No P/aniagenef: 

'Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy cheekes 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our Roses, 
And yet thy tongue will not confesse thy error. 

Torie. Hath not thy Rose a Canker, Somerset ? 

Som. Hath not thy Rose a Thome, Plantagenei T 

Torke. I, sharpe and piercing to maiotaine his truth. 
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Whiles thy consaming Canker eates his falsehood. 

Som, Well, He find fiiends to weare my bleeding Roses, 
That shall maintaine what I have said is true. 
Where false Plantagenet dare not be seene. 

Torie, Now by this Maiden Blossome in my hand» 
I scome thee and thy fashion, peevish Boy. 

Suffl Tume not thy scomes this way, PhntageneL 

Torke. Prowd Poole, I will, and scome both him and thee. 

Stiff'. He tume my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som, Away, away, good JVURam de la Poole, 
We grace the Yeoman, by conversing with him. 

Warw. Now by Gods will thou wrongest him, Somtrsei : 
His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England : 
Spring Crestlesse Yeomen from so deepe a Root ? 

Torie, He beares him on the place's Priviledge, 
Or durst not for his craven heart say thus. 

Som, By him that made me, lie maintaine my words 
On any Plot of Ground in Christendome, 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earle of Cambridge, 
For Treason executed in our late Kings dayes ? 
And by his Treason, stand'st not thou attainted, 
Cormpted, and exempt firom ancient Gentry ? 
His Tre^xas yet lives guiltie in thy blood. 
And till thou be restored, thou art a Yeoman. 

Torie. My Father was attached, not attainted. 
Condemned to dye for Treason, but no Tra3rtor ; 
And that lie prove on better men then Somerset^ 
Were growing time once ripened to my will. 
For your partaker Po^le^ and you your selfe, 
lie note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To scourge you for this apprehension ; 
Looke to it well, and say you are well wara'd. 

Som, Ah, thou shalt finde us ready for thee still : 
And know us by these Colours for thy Foes, 
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For these my friends in spight of thee shall weare. 

Toric, And by my Soule, this pale and angry Rose, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for ever, and my FadHon weare, 
Untill it wither with me to my Grave, 
Or flourish to the height of my Degree. 

Suffl Goe forward, and be choak'd with thy ambition : 
And so farwell, untill I meet thee next. Exit, 

Som, Have with thee Poole : Farwell ambitious Richard, 

Exit. 

Torke, How I am brav'd, and must perforce endure it \ 

IVanv. This blot that they obje^ against your House, 
Shall be whipt out in the next Parliament, 
Caird for the Truce of Witichester and Gloucester : 
And if thou be not then created Torie^ 
I will not live to be accounted IVarwicie, 
Meane time, in signall of my love to thee. 
Against prowd Somerset and IVilRam Poole^ 
Will I upon thy partie weare this Rose. 
And here I prophecie : this brawle to day, 
Growne to this faction in the Temple Garden, 
Shall send bctweene the Red- Rose and the White, 
A thousand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 

Torke. Good Master Vernon^ I am bound to you. 
That you on my behalfe would pluck a Flower. 

Fer. In your behalfe still will I weare the same. 

Latvyer. And so will I. 

Torke, Thankes gentle. 

Come, let us foure to Dinner : I dare say. 
This Quanrell will drinke Blood another day. Exeunt, 

Enter Mortimer^ hrought in a Cbayre^ and J colors, 

Mort, Kind Keepers of my wcake decaying Age, 
Let dying Mortimer here rest himtelfe. 
Even like a man new haled fifom the Wrackf 
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So fare my Lirabes with long Imprisonment : 

And these gray Locks, the Pursuivants of death, 

A^^//or-like aged, in an Age of Care, 

Argue the end of Etbnund Mortimer, 

These Eyes, like Lampes, whose wasting Oyle is ^nt, 

Waxe dimme, as drawing to their Exigent. 

Weake Shoulders, over-borne with burthening Griefe, 

And pyth-lesse Armes, like to a withered Vine, 

That droupes his sappe-lesse Branches to the ground. 

Yet are these Feet, whose strength-lesse stay is numme, 

(Unable to support this Lumpe of Clay) 

Swift-winged with desire to get a Grave, 

As witting I no other comfort have. 

But tell me. Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keeper, Richard Plantagenet^ my Lord, will come : 
We sent unto the Temple, unto his Chamber, 
And answer was retum'd, that he will come. 

Mort, Enough : my Soule shall then be satisfied. 
Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth equall mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth first began to reigne. 
Before whose Glory I was great in Armes, 
This loathsome sequestration have I had ; 
And even since then, hath Richard beene obscured, ' 
Deprived of Honor and Inheritance. 
But now, the Arbitrator of Despaires, 
Just Death, kinde Umpire of mens miseries, 
With sweet enlargement doth dismisse me hence : 
I would his troubles likewise were expir'd, 
That so he might recover what was lost 

Enter Richard 

Keeper, My Lord, your loving Nephew now is come. 
Mor, Richard Plantagenet^ my friend, is he come ? 
Ruh. I, Noble Unckle, thus ignobly us'd. 
Your Nephew, late despised Richard^ comes. 
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Mori. Diredt mine Armes, I may embiace his Neck, 
And in his Bosom spend my latter gaspe. 
Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekesy 
That I may kindly give one Hunting Kisse. 
And now declare sweet Stem from Tories great Stock, 
Why didst thou say of late thou wert despis'd ? 

RicL First, leane thine aged Back against mine Arroe, 
And in that ease, He tell thee my Disease. 
This day in argument upon a Case, 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerset and me : 
Among which tearmes, he us'd his lavish tongue. 
And did upbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 
Which obloquie set barres before my tongue. 
Else with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore good Unckle, for my Fathers sake. 
In honor of a true Plantagenei^ 
And for Alliance sake, declare the cause 
My Father, Earle of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mort. That cause (faire Nephew) that imprisoned me. 
And hath detayn'd me all my flowring Youth, 
Within a loathsome Dungeon, there to pyne, 
Was cursed Instrument of his decease. 

Rich, Discover more at large what cause that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guesse. 

Mort, I will, if that my fading breath permit. 
And Death approach not, ere my Tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this ELing, 
Deposed his Nephew Richard^ Edwards Sonne, 
The first begotten, and the lawfull Heire 
Of Edward King, the Third of that Descent. 
During whose Reigne, the Pereses of the North, 
Finding his Usurpation most unjust, 
Endevour'd my advancement to the Throne. 
The reason mov^d these Warlike Lords to this. 
Was, for that (young Rkhard thus remov'd ; 
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Leaving no Heire begotten of his Body) 
I was the next by Birth and Parentage : 
For by my Mother, I derived am 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, third Sonne 
To King Edward the Third ; whereas hee, 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but fourth of that Heroick Lyne. 
But marke : as in this haughtie great attempt. 
They laboured, to plant the rightfull Heire, 
I lost my Libertie, and they their Lives. 
Long after this, when Henry the Fift 
(Succeeding his Father BuUingbrooke) did reigne ; 
Thy Father, Earle of Cambridge, then deriv'd 
From famous Edmund Langky^ Duke of Yorke, 
Marrying my Sister, that thy Mother was ; 
Againe, in pitty of my hard distresse. 
Levied an Army, weening to rcdeeme. 
And have installed me in the Diademe : 
But as the rest, so fell that Noble Earle, 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers^ 
In whom the Title rested, were supprest. 

Rich, Of which, my Lord, your Honor is the last. 

Mort» True ; and thou seest, that I no Issue have. 
And that my fainting words doe warrant death : 
Thou art my Heire ; the rest, I wish thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Rich. Thy grave admonishments prevayle with me : 
But yet me thinkes, my Fathers execution 
Was nothing lesse then bloody Tyranny. 

Mort, With silence. Nephew, be thou pollitick. 
Strong fixed is the House of Lancaster^ 
And like a Mountaine, not to be remov'd. 
But now thy Unckle is removing hence. 
As Princes doe their Courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance m a setled place. 
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RicH), O Unckle, would some part of my young yeeres 
Might but redeeme the passage of your Age. 

Mort, Thou do'st then wrong me, as the slaughterer doth. 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
Moume not, except thou sorrow for my good, 
Onely give order for my Funerall. 
And so farewell, and faire be all thy hopes, 
And prosperous be thy Life in Peace, and Warre. -Dyei* 

Rich. And Peace, no Warre, befall thy parting Soule 
In Prison hast thou spent a Pilgrimage, 
And like a Hermite over-past thy dayes. 
Well, I will locke his Councell in my Brest, 
And what I doe imagine, let that rest. 
Keepers convey him hence, and I my selfe 
Will see his Buryall better then his Life. Exit, 

Here dyes the duskie Torch of Morthtur^ 
Choakt with Ambition of the meaner sort. 
And for those Wrongs, those bitter Injuries, 
Which Somerset hath ofFer'd to my House, 
I doubt not, but with Honor to redresse. 
And therefore haste I to the Parliament, 
Eyther to be restored to my Blood, 
Or make my will th'advantage of my good. Exit. 

A^us Tertius, Scena Prima. 



Flouruh, Enter King^ Exeter^ Gioiter^ IVtncheiter^ Warwick^ 
Somerset f Suffolk^ Richard Plantagenet. Ghiter offers to put 
up a BUI : Winchester snatches Itf teares It. 

WmcL Com'st thou with deepe premeditated Lines ? 
With written Pamphlets, studiously devis'd ? 
Humfrey of Gloster, if thou canst accuse. 
Or ought intend'st to lay unto my charge. 
Doe it without invention, suddenly. 
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At I with toAAffo, and extemporall qieech, 
Purpoae to aotwer what thou caut objefL 

Gh. Pmumptaoiu Print, thu place commaodi my patienc 
Or thou ibould'it finde thou bast dit-honor'd cnc 
Thioke not, although in WritiDg I prefeir'd 
The manner of thy vile ontragious Crymei, 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Ferbatm to reheane the Methode of my Vtaat, 
No Prelate, luch ii th^ audacious wickedneaae. 
Thy lewd, peitiferous, and diuentiom pranclu, 
At TCry Infanti prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a moat pemitioui Usurer, 
Froward by nature, Enemie to Peace, 
Lascivious, wanton, more th«) well beseeroei 
A man of thy Profeuion, and Degree, 
And for thy Trecherie, what's more manifest? 
In that thou layd'st a Trap to take my Life, 
As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Beside, I feare me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 
The King, thy Soveraigne, is not quite exempt 
From envious raallice of thy swelling heart. 

IVmeh. Glotter, I doe defie thee. Lords rouchaafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 
If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 
As he will have me : bow am I so poore i 
Or how haps it, I seeke not to advance 
Or rayse my selfe i but keepe my wanted Calling. 
And for DissentioD, who preferreth Peace 
More then I doe i except I be provok'd. 
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends. 
It i« not that, that hath incens*d the Duke : 
It is because no one should sway but hee, 
No one, but hee, should be about the King | 
And that engender* Thunder in his breast. 
And makes him rote these AccnsatioiM fcHth. 
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But he shall know I am as good. 

Gloii. As good ? 

Thou Bastard of my Grandfather. 

IVtnch. ly Lordly Sir : for what are you, I pray. 
But one imperious in anothers Throne ? 

Glotf. Am I nocProtedlor, sawcie Priest ? 

WincL And am not I a Prelate of the Church ? 

Glosf, Yes, as an Out-law in a Castle keepes. 
And useth it, to patronage his Theft. 

lVinch» Unreverent Glocester, 

Gloit. Thou art reverent. 

Touching thy Spirituall Fundtion, not thy Life. 

tVtncL Rome shall remedie this. 

Wamv. Roame thither then. 

My Lord, it were your dutie to forbeare. 

Som. \y see the Bishop be not over-borne : 
Me thinkes my Lord should be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to such. 

IVarw, Me thinkes his Lordship should be humbler. 
It fitteth not a Prelate so to plead. 

Som, Yes, when his holy State is toucht so neere. 

Warw, State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that ? 
Is not his Grace Prote^or to the King ? 

Rich. Planiagenet I see must hold his tongue. 
Least it be said, Speake Sirrha when you should : 
Must your bold Verdidt enter talke with Lords ? 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester^ 

King. Unckles of Glaeter^ and of Winchester^ 
The speciall Watch-men of our English Weale, 
I would prevayle, if Prayers might prevayle, 
To joyne your hearts in love and amttie. 
Oh, what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, 
That two such Noble Peeres as ye should jarre ? 
Beleeve me, Lords, my tender yeeret can tell, 
Civill dissention it a viperoot Worme, 
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That gnawn the Bowels of the Common-wealth. 

j1 K^it v/ilhm, Dovme wl6 the Tavjin-C 
King. What tumutt'i thi» ? 

Wanu. An Uprore, I dare wamint. 

Begun through malice of the BiBhopc men. 

A aoyu againe, StoMa, Si, 

Enter Jtfaior, 
Miaor. Oh my good Lords, and vertuoui Henry, 
Pitty the Citic of London, pitty ui : 
The Bishop, and the Duke of Glosters men, 
Forttdden late to cany any Weapon, 
Have Gll'd their Pockeu full of pebble stooei; 
And banding themselves in ccmtrary parti, 
Doe pell so fast at one anothera Pate, 
That many have their giddy braynes knoclct out : 
Our Windowes are broke downe in every Street, 
And we, for feare, compell'd to ihut our Shops. 

Enter in Stirmith wtlh Bloody Patei. 

King. We charge you, on allegance to our lelft;. 
To hold your tlaughtring hands, and keepe the Peace : 
Pray' Uockle Ghtttr minigate this strife. 

I. Strang. Nay, if we be forbidden Stones, wee'le falJ to 
with our Teeth. 

1. Serving. Doe what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

Skmiuth tfgai 

Glott. You of my household, leave this peevish broyle. 
And set this unaccustom'd fight aside. 

%. Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man 
Just, and upright ; and for your Royal! Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Majestie : 
And ere that we will suffer such a Prince, 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale, 
To be disgraced by an Inke-homc Mdte, 
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Wee and our Wives and Children all will fight. 
And have our bodyes slaughtred by thy foes. 

I. Strv. I, and the very parings of our Nayles 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead. Begin againe, 

GlosU Stay, stay, I say : 

And if you love me, as you say you doe. 
Let me perswade you to forbeare a while. 

King. Oh, how this discord doth afflidl my Soule. 
Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighes and teares, and will not once relent \ 
Who should be pittifull, if you be not ? 
Or who should study to preferre a Peace, 
If holy Church-men take delight in broyles ? 

Wamv. Yeeld my Lord Protestor, yeeld Winchester^ 
Except you meane with obstinate repulse 
To slay your Soveraigne, and destroy the Realme. 
You see what Miscliiefe, and what Murther too. 
Hath beene enacted through your enmide : 
Then be at peace except ye thirst for blood. 

Winch. He shall submit, or I will never yeeld. 

Glost. Compassion on the King commands me stoupe. 
Or I would see his heart out, ere the Priest 
Should ever get that priviledge of me. 

Warw. Behold my Lord of Winchester, the Duke 
Hath banisht moodie discontented fury, 
As by his smoothed Browes it doth appeare : 
Why looke you still so steme, and tragicall ? 

Glojt. Here Winchester^ I offer thee my Hand. 

King, Fie Unckle Beauford^ I have heard you preach, 
That Mallice was a great and grievous sinne : 
And will not you maintaine the thing you teach ? 
But prove a chiefe offendor in the same. 

Warw. Sweet King : the Bishop hath a kindly gyrd : 
For shame my Lord of Winchester relent : 
What, shall a Child mstrud you what to doe I 

IV. z 
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IVmcb. Well, Duke of GltMter. I will yeeld to thee 
LoTc for thy Love, and Hand Ibr Hand I give. 

Gloit. I, but I feare dm with a hollow Heart. 
See here my Friends and loving CouDtreymm, 
This token serreth for a Flagge of Truce, 
Betwixt our sclveg, and all our followers : 
So helpe me God, aa I diiKmblc not. 

Winch. So helpe me God, u I intend it not. 

King. loTJng Unckle, kinde Duke of GloMer, 
How joyfull am I made by this Contrafk. 
Away ray Maoers, trouble u« iio more, 
But joyne in friendship, as your Lordi have done. 

I, Serv, Content, He to the SurgeooB. 

3, Sen>. And so wtO I. 

3. Sero. And I will sec what Phytick the Taveme affbrdi 
Ext 

N^arw. Accept this Scrowle, most gracioui Soveraigne, 
Which in the Right of Richard Planlagael, 
We doe exhibite to your Majeetie. 

do. Well urg'd, my Lord of Warwick : for tweet Princ* 
And if your Grace marke every circiunttance, 
You have great reason to doe Richard right, 
Especially for those occasions 
At Eltam Place I told your Majettie. 

King. And those occanoni, Unckle, were of force ; 
Therefore my loving Lords, our pleasure is. 
That Richard be restored to his Blood. 

Warm. Let Richard be restored to his Blood, 
So shall his Fathers wrongs be recompcnc't. 

IVinch. As will the rest, so willeth Wmebetler. 

King. If Richard will be true, not that all alone. 
But all the whole Inheritance I give, 
That doth belong unto the House of T'erit, 
From whence you spring, by Liiteall Descent. 

Rich. Thy humble Nmnt vowes obedience 
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And humble aervice^ till the point of death. 

King, Stoope then, and set your Knee against my Foot^ 
And in reguerdon of that dutie done, 
I gyrt thee with the valiant Sword of Torie. 
Rise Ricbardj like a true Phmtagenet^ 
And rise created Princely Duke of Torke. 

Rich. And so thrive Richard^ as thy foes may fal]> 
And as my dutie springs, so perish they. 
That grudge one thought against your Majesty. 

AIL Welcome high Prince, the mighty Duke of Torke, 

Som, Perish base Prince, ignoble Duke of Torie, 

GlosL Now will it best availe your Majestie, 
To crosse the Seas, and to be Crown'd in France : 
The presence of a King engenders love 
Amongst his Subjedh, and his loyall Friends, 
As it dis-animates his Enemies. 

King, When Gloster sayes the word, King Henry goes, 
For friendly counsaile cuts off many Foes. 

Gloit. Your Ships alreadie are in readinesse. 

Senet, Flourish. Exeunt. 

Manet Exeter, 

Exet, I, we may march in England, or in France, 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue : 
This late dissention growne betwixt the Peeres, 
fiumes under fained ashes of forg'd love, 
And will at last breake out into a flame, 
As festred members rot but by degree, 
Till bones and flesh and sinewes fall away, 
So will this base and envious discord breed. 
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, 
Which in the time of Henry^ nam'd the Fift, 
Was in the mouth of every racking Babe, 
That Henry borne at Monmouth should winne all, 
And Henry borne at Windsor, loose all : 
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Which is 80 plaine, that Exeter doth wish, 
His dayes may finish, ere that haplesse time. 


1 


Scana Secunda. 



Enter Pucell duguud^ withfoure Soulditri ^vitb Sacii upoi 

their hacks, 

PucelU These are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
Tlirough which our Pollicy must make a breach. 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 
Talke like the vulgar sort of Market men. 
That come to gather Money for their Come. 
.^ If we have entrance, as I hope we shall, 

fl And that we finde the slouthfull Watch but weake» 

He by a signe give notice to our friends. 
That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 

Souldier, Our Sacks shall be a meane to sack the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roan, 
Therefore wee'le knock. Kn 

Watch. Che la. 

Pucell, Peasauns la pouvre gens de Fraunce^ 

BPoore Market folkes that come to sell their Come. 
Watch. Enter, goe in, the Market Bell is mng. 
Pucell. Now Roan, He shake thy Bulwarkes to the ground, 

Enter Charles^ Bastard, Alanson. 

Charles, Saint Dennis blesse this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee'le sleepe secure in Roan. 
'') Bastard. Here entred Pucell, and her PradHsants : 

Now she is there, how will she specifie ? 
Here is the best and safest passage in. 

Relg. By thmsting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
j'if Which once discem'd, shewes that her meaning is, 

No way to that (for weakoesae) which she entred. 



flit 
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Enter Pucel! on the top^ thrusting out a Torch burning, 

PucelL Beholdy this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That joyneth Roan unto her Countreymen, 
But burning fatall to the Talhonitei, 

Bastard, See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret stands. 

Charles. Now shine it like a Commet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Deferre no time, delayes have dangerous ends, 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, presently, 
And then doe execution on the Watch. Alamnu 

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excursion, 

Talb, France, thou shalt rue this Treason with thy teares. 
If Talbot but survive thy Trecherie. 
Pucell that Witch, that damned Sorceresse, 
Hath wrought this Hellish Mischiefe unawares, 
That hardly we escapM the Pride of France. Exit. 

An Alarum : Excursions. Bedford brought in sicke 

in a C hey re. 

Enter Talbot and Burgonie without : within^ Pucell^ Charles^ 
Bastardy and Ragneir on the IValls* 

PucelL God morrow Gallants, want ye Com for Bread ? 
I thinke the Duke of Burgonie will fast. 
Before hee'le buy againe at such a rate. 
'Twas full of Darnell : doe you like the taste ? 

Burg. Scof!e on vile Fiend, and shamelesse Curtizan, 
I trust ere long to choake thee with thine owne. 
And make thee curse the Harvest of that Come. 

Charles. Your Grace may starve (perhaps) before that time* 

Bed/. Oh let no words, but deedes, revenge this Treason. 

PuceU. What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
Breake a Launce, aad runne a-Tilt at Death, 
Within a Chayrc, 
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Talb. Foule Fiend of France, and Hag of all despight, 
Incompass'd with thy lustful] Paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardise a man halfe dead ? 
Damselly He have a bowt with you againe. 
Or else let Talhot perish with this shame. 

PucelL Are ye so hot. Sir : yet Puceff hold thy peace. 
If Talboi doe but Thunder, Raine will follow. 

They whisper together m coumteB. 
God speed the Parliament : who shall be the Speaker ? 
Talh. Dare yee come forth, and meet us in the field ? 
PucelL Belike your Lordship ukes us then for fboles. 
To try if that our owne be ours, or no. 

Ta!b» I speake not to that rayling Hecate^ 
But unto thee Alanson^ and the rest. 
Will ye, like Souldiors, come and fight it out ? 
Alani, Seignior no. 

Talh. Seignior hang : base Muletera of France, 
Like Pesant foot-boyes doe they keepe the Walls, 
And dare not take up Armes, like Ciendemen. 

PuceU. Away Captaines, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goodnesse by his Lookes. 
God b'uy my Lord, we came but to tell 3rott 
That wee are here. Exeimtfrom the Walls, 

TaJb. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or else reproach be Talbots greatest fame. 
Vow Burgome^ by honor of thy House, 
Prickt on by publike Wrongs sustain'd in France, 
Either to get the Towne againe, or dye. 
And I, as sure as English Henry lives. 
And as bis Father here was Conqueror ; 
As sure as in this late betrajred Towne, 
Great Cordelions Heart was buryed ; 
So sure I sweare, to get the Towne, or dye. 

Burg. My Vowes are equall partners with thy Vowes. 
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Talb. But ere we goe, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 
We will bestow you in some better place, 
Fitter for sicknesse, and for crasie age. 

Bti^. Lord Talbot f doe not so dishonour me : 
Here will I sit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perswade you. 

Bedf. Not to be gone from hence : for once I read, 
Tliat stout Pendragotiy in his Litter sick. 
Came to the field, and vanquished his foes. 
Me thinkes I should revive the Souldiors hearts, 
Because I ever found them as my selfe. 

Talb. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast, 
Then be it so : Heavens keepe old Bedford safe. 
And now no more adoe, brave Burgome^ 
But gather we our Forces out of hand, 
And set upon our boasting Enemie. Exlu 

An Alarum. Excuriioni. Enter Sir John Fidttafie, 

and a Captame. 

Caft. Whither away Sir John Faljtqfi^ in such haste ? 
Falst. Whither away ? to save my selfe by flight. 
We are like to have the overthrow againe. 

Capt. What ? will you flye, and leave Lord Talbot ? 

Falit, I, all the Ta&ots in the World, to save my life. Exit. 

Capt. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. Exit. 

Retreat. Excursions. PuceU^ Alanson^ and Charles Jlye. 

Bedf. Now quiet Soule, depart when Heaven please. 
For I have seene our Enemies overthrow. 
What is the trust or strength of foolish man I 
They that of late were daring with their scoiies, 
Are glad and faine by flight to save themselves. 

Bedford efyes^ and is carryed m hy two in Us Ciaire. 
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An Alarum. Enter Taibot^ Burgome^ and the rest, 

Talb, Lost, and recovered in a day againe. 
This is a double Honor, Burgonie : 
Yet Heavens have glory for this Vi^orie. 

Burg, Warlike and Martiall Talbot^ Burgonie 
Inshrines thee in his heart, and there ere^s 
Thy noble Deeds, as Valors Monuments. 

Talb, Thanks gentle Duke : but where is Pucei now ? 
I thinke her old Familiar is asleepe. 
Now Where's the Bastards braves, and Charles his glikes ? 
What all amort ? Roan hangs her head for griefe. 
That such a valiant Company are fled. 
Now will we take some order in the Towne, 
Placing therein some expert Officers, 
And then depart to Paris, to the King, 
For there young Henry with his Nobles lye. 

Burg. What wills Lord Talbot^ pleaseth Burgonie. 

Talb. But yet before we goe, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd. 
But see his Exequies fiilfill'd in Roan. 
A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler Heart did never sway in Court. 
But Rings and mightiest Potentates must die, 
For that's the end of humane miserie. Escei 

Scana Tertia. 



Enter Charles^ Bastardy jiLmson^ PucelL 

Pucell, Dismay not (Princes) at this accident. 
Nor grieve that Roan is so recovered : 
Care is no cure, but rather corrosive. 
For things that are not to be remedy'd. 



sc. III. The First Part of Henry the Sixt. 329 

Let frantike Talbot triumph for a while. 
And like a Peacock sweepe along his tayle, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes, and take away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin and the rest will be but rul'd. 

Charles* We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 
One sudden Foyle shall never breed distrust. 

Bastard. Search out thy wit for secret pollicies, 
And we will make thee &mous through the World. 

Alans. Wee'le set thy Statue in some holy place, 
And have thee reverenc't like a blessed Saint. 
Employ thee then, sweet Virgin, for our good. 

PucelL Then thus it must be, this doth Joane devise : 
By faire perswasions, mixt with sugred words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To leave the Talbot^ and to follow us. 

Charles, I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Henryes Warriors, 
Nor should that Nation boast it so with us. 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 

Alans. For ever should they be expuls'd from France, 
And not have Title of an Earledome here. 

Pucell. Your Honors shall perceive how I will worke. 
To bring this matter to the wished end. 

Drumme sounds afarre off. 
Hearke, by the sound of Drumme you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 

Here sound an English March. 
There goes the Talbot^ with his Colours spred, 
And all the Troupes of English after him. French March. 

Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his : 
Fortune in favor makes him lagge behinde. 
Summon a Parley, we will talke with him. 

Trumpets sound a Parley. 

Charles, A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie. 
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j Burg. Who cravee a Parley with the Burgonie ? 



PiueU. The Princely Charles of France, thy Countreyman. 
Ij Burg. What say 'at thou CbarksP for I am marching hence. 



1 



Charles, Speake PuceU^ and enchaimt him wi^ tbjr vofda. 
! Pucell, firave Burgonie^ undoubted hope of France, 

Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid speaLe to thee. 

Burg, Speake on, but be not over-tedious. 

PucelL Looke on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And see the Cities and the Townes defac't, 
By wasting Ruine of the cruell Foe, 
As lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
II When Death doth close his tender-dying Eyes, 

j See, see the pining Maladie of France : 

Behold the Wounds, the most unnaturall Wounds, 
Which thou thy selfe hast given her wofuU Brest. 
Oh tume thy edged Sword another way. 
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that helpe : 
One drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Boeome, 
Should grieve thee more then streames of forraine gore. 
Retume thee therefore with a floud of Teares, 
And wash away thy Countries stayned Spots. 

Burg. Either she hath bewitcht me with her words. 
Or Nature makes me suddenly relent. 

Pucell. Besides, all French and France exclaimes on thee. 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. 
Who joyn'st thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not trust thee, but for profits sake ? 
When TaBfot hath set footing once in France, 
And fashion'd thee that Instrument of 111, 
Who then, but English Henry^ will be Lord, 
And thou be thrust out, like a Fugitive ? 
Call we to minde, and marke but this for proofe : 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 
And was he not in England Prisoner ? 
But when they heard he was thine Enemie, 
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They set him free, without bis Ramorae pay'd. 
In spight of Burgonie and all his fiiends. 
See then, thou fight'st against thy Countreymen, 
And joyn'st with them will be thy slaughter-men. 
Come, come, returne ; returne thou wandering Lord, 
Charles and the rest will take thee in their armes. 

Burg. I am vanquished : 
These haughtie wordes of hers^ 
Have batt'red me like roaring Cannon-shot, 
And made me almost yeeld upon my knees. 
Forgive me Countrey, and sweet Countreymen : 
And Lords accept this heartie kind embrace. 
My Forces and my Power of Men are yours. 
So i&rwell Talboij lie no longer trust thee. 

PucelL Done like a Frenchman : tume and tume againe. 

Charles. Welcome brave Duke, thy friendship makes us fresh. 

Bastard. And doth beg^ new Courage in our Breasts. 

Alans. Pucell hath bravely play'd her part in this, 
And doth deserve a Coronet of Gold. 

Charles. Now let us on, my Lords, 
And joyne our Powers, 
And seeke how ^ may prejudice the Foe. Exeunt. 

SccBfia Quarta. 

Enter the King^ Gloucester ^ Winchester^ Torke^ Suffblte^ 

Somerset^ IVarwicke^ Exeter : To them^ with 

his SouldiorSf Talbot. 

Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your arrivall in this Realme, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Warres, 
To doe my dutie to my Soveraigne. 
In signe whereof, this Arme, that hath reclaym'd 
To your obedience, fiftie Fortresses, 
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Twelve Cities, and seven walled Townes of strength. 
Beside five hundred Prisoners of esteeme ; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highnesse feet : 
And with submissive loyalde of heart 
Ascribes the Glory of his Conquest got. 
First to my God, and next unto your Grace. 

King. Is this the Lord Tabot^ Unckte Gloucester^ 
That hath so long beene resident in France ? 

Glost, Yes, if it please your Majestie, my Liege. 

King, Welcome brave Captaine, and vi^orious LorcL 
When I was yong (as yet I am not old) 
I doe remember how my Father said, 
A stouter Champion never handled Sword« 
Long since we were resolved of your truth. 
Your ^thfiill service, and your toyle in Warre : 
Yet never have you tasted our Reward, 
Or beene reguerdon'd with so much as Thanks, 
Because till now, we never saw your ^ce. 
Therefore stand up, and for these good deserts, 
We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
And in our Coronation take your place. 

Senet, f/ouriib. Exeunt. 

Manet Vernon and Basset. 

Vem. Now Sir, to you that were so hot at Sea, 
Disgracing of these Colours that I weare, 
In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorke 
Dar'st thou maintaine the former words thou spak'st \ 

Bass. Yes Sir, as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your sawcie Tongue, 
Against my Lord the Duke of Somerset 

Vem. Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as he is. 

Bass. Why, what is he ? as good a man as Yorke. 

Vem. Hearke ye : not so : in witnesse take ye that. 

Strikes him. 
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Bail. Villaine, thou knowest 
The Law of Amies is such, 
That who so drawes a Sword, 'tis present death, 
Or else this Blow should broach thy dearest Bloud. 
But He unto his Majestie, and crave, 
I may have libertie to venge this Wrong, 
When thou shalt see. He meet thee to thy cost. 

F'em, Well miscreant. He be there as soone as you, 
And after meete you, sooner then you would. Exeunt- 

j4dus Quartus. Scena Prima, 

Enter King^ Glocester^ Winchester^ Torie, Suffolke^ Somerset^ 
fVarwiciey Talboty and Governor Exeter, * 

GIo. Lord Bishop set the Crowne upon his head. 

Kin, God save King Henry of that name the sixt. 

Gh. Now Govemour of Paris take your oath, 
That you ele^ no other Ring but him ; 
Esteeme none Friends, but such as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but such as shall pretend 
Malicious pra^ises against his State : 
This shall ye do, so helpe you righteous God. 

Enter Fahtqffe. 

Fed, My gracious Soveraigne, as I rode from Calice, 
To haste unto your Coronation : 
A Letter was delivered to my hands. 
Writ to your Grace, from th'Duke of Burgundy. 

Ted, Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and diee : 
I vow'd (base Knight) when I did meete thee next, 
To teare the Garter from thy Cravens legge. 
Which I have done, because (unwcmhily) 
Thou was't installed in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Hennt^ and the rest : 
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This Dastardy at the battell of Poidieri^ 

When (but in all) I was sixe thousand strong. 

And that the French were almost ten to one. 

Before we met, or that a stroke was given, 

Like to a trustie Squire, did run away. 

In which assault, we lost twelve hundred men. 

My selfe, and divers Gentlemen beside, 

Were there surpriz'd, and taken prisoners. 

Then judge (great Lords) if I have done amisse : 

Or whether that such Cowards ought to weare 

This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no ? 
G/o, To say the truth, this fadl was infamous, 

And ill beseeming any common man ; 
Much more a Knight, a Captaine, and a Leader. 
Tal, When first this Order was ordain'd my Lords, 

Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth ; 
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of haughtie Courage, 
Such as were growne to credit by the warres : 
Not fearing Death, nor shrinking for Distresse, 
But alwayes resolute, in most extreames. 
He then, that is not fumish'd in this sort. 
Doth but usurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this most Honourable Order, 
And should (if I were worthy to be Judge) 
Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-borne Swaine, 
That doth presume to boast of Gentle blood. 

K, Staine to thy Countrymen, thou hear'st thy doom : 
Be packing therefore, thou that was't a knight : 
Henceforth we banish thee on paine of death. 
And now Lord Protestor, view the Letter 
Sent from our Unckle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd his Stile ? 
No more but plaine and bluntly? (To the King.) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soveraigne ? 
Or doth this churlish Superscription 



sc. I. The First Part of Henry the Sixt. 335 

Pretend some alteradon in good will ? 

What's heere ? / have upon especiall cause^ 

Mov^d with compassion of my Countries wracke^ 

Together with the pitiifuU complaints 

Of such as your oppression feedes upon^ 

Forsaken your pemitious Fad\on^ 

AndjoytCd with Charles^ the rightfull king of France. 

monstrous Treachery. Can this be so ? 
That in alliance, amity, and oathes. 

There should be found such false dissembling guile ? 

King. What ? doth my Unckle Burgundy revolt > 

Gio. He doth my Lord, and is become your foe. 

King. Is that the worst this Letter doth containe ? 

Gio. It is the worst, and all (my Lord) he writes. 

IGng. Why then Lord Ta/hot there shal talk with him, 
And give him chasticement for this abuse. 
How say you (my Lord) are you not content ? 

Tal, Content, my Liege ? Yes. But that I am prevented, 

1 should have begg'd I might have bene employd. 

King. Then gather strength, and march unto him straight : 
Let him perceive how ill we brooke his Treason, 
/And what offence it is to flout his Friends. 
Tal. I go my Lord, in heart desiring still 
You may behold confusion of your foes. 

Enter Vernon and Bassit. 

Ver. Grant me the Combate, gracious Soveraigne. 

Bcu, And me (my Lord) grant me the Combate too. 

Torke. This is my Servant, heare him Noble Prince. 

Som. And this is mine (sweet Henry) favour him. 

Kmg. Be patient Lords, and give them leave to speak. 
Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exdaime, 
And wherefore crave you Combate ? Or with whom ? 

Ver. With him (my Lord) for he hath done me wrong. 

Bas. And I with him, for he hath done me wrong. 
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King. What is that wrong, wherof you both complain ? 
First let me know, and then He answer you. 

Bos, Crossing the Sea, from England into France, 
This Fellow heere with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the Rose I weare, 
Saying, the sanguine colour of the Leaves 
Did represent my Masters blushing cheekes : 
When stubbornly he did repugne the truth, 
About a certaine question in the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him. 
With other vile and ignominious tearmes. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthinesse, 
I crave the benefit of Law of Armes. 

Fer, And that is my petition (Noble Lord :) 
For though he seeme with forged queint conceite 
To set a glosse upon his bold intent. 
Yet know (my Lord) I was provok'd by him, 
And he first tooke exceptions at this badge. 
Pronouncing that the palenesse of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintnesse of my Masters heart. 

Torke, Will not this malice Somerset be left ? 

Som. Your private grudge my Lord of York, wil out. 
Though ne're so cunningly you smother it. 

King, Good Lord, what madnesse rules in braine-sickc men, 
When for so slight and frivolous a cause. 
Such factious simulations shall arise ? 
Good Cosins both of Yorke and Somerset, 
Quiet your selves (I pray) and be at peace. 

Torke, Let this dissention first be tried by fight. 
And then your Highnesse shall command a Peace. 

Som. The quarrel] toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our selves let us decide it then. 

Torke, There is my pledge, accept it Somerset. 

Ver, Nay, let it rest where it began at fir^t. 
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Bass, Confirme it so, mine honourable Lord. 
Glo, Confirme it so ? Confounded be your strife. 

And perish ye with your audacious prate. 

Presumptuous vassals, are you not asham'd 

With this immodest clamorous outrage. 

To trouble and disturbe the King, and Us ? 

And you my Lords, me thinkes you do not well 

To beare with their perverse Objections : 

Much lesse to take occasion from their mouthes, 

To raise a mutiny betwixt your selves. 

Let me perswade you take a better course. 
Exef, It greeves his Highnesse, 

Good my Lords, be Friends. 

King, Come hither you that would be Combatants : 

Henceforth I charge you, as you love our ^vour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrell, and the cause. 

And 3rou my Lords : Remember where we are, 

In France, amongst a fickle wavering Nation : 

If they perce3rve dissention in our lookes. 

And that within our selves we disagree ; 

How will their grudging stomackes be provok'd 

To wilfiill Disobedience, and Rebell ? 

Beside, What infamy will there arise. 

When Forraigne Princes shall be certified, 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

Kling Henries Peeres, and cheefe Nobility, 

Destroyed themselves, and lost the Realme of France ? 

Oh thmke upon the Conquest of my Father, 

My tender yeares, and let us not forgoe 

That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 

Let me be Umper in this doubtfull strife : 

I see no reason if I weare this Rose, 

That any one should therefore be suspitious. 

I more incline to Somerset, than Yorke : 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both. 

IV. Y 



As well they mny upbray'iJ me with my Crowne, 
BcMUuK (ibi-Booih) the King of Scou is Crown'd. 
But your discrcuona btrtlvr can pcnwade. 
Then I am able to instmft or teach ; 
And therefore, at we hither came in peace. 
So let us Mill continue peace, and love. 
Conn of Yorke, we institute your Grace 
. To be our Regent in these parts of Fiance ; 
And good my Lord of Somerset, unite 
Your Troopea of horsemen, with his Bands of foote. 
And like true Subjects, sonoes of your Progenitors, 
Go cheerefuliy together, and digest 
Your angry Chollfr on your Enemies. 
Our Selfe, my Lord Proteilor, and the rest. 
After some respit, will returne to Calice ; 
From thence to England, where I hope ere long 
To be presented by your Viflories, 
With Ciarlit, yllanson, and that Tniiterous rout. 

Exninu Manil Torh, Warwkk, ExOtr, 

War. My Lord of Yorke, I promise you the King 
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator. 

7'orie. And so he did, but yet I like it not, 
III that he weares the badge of Somerset. 

War. Tush, (hat was but his fancie, blame him not, 
I dare presume (sweet Prince) he thought no harme. 

rori. And if I wish he did. But let it rest. 
Other affayres must now be managed. 

FkunsL Man, 

ExrI. Well didat tliou Richard to suppresse thy voice 
For had the passions of thy heart burst out, 
I feare we should have 9e«oe decipher'd there 
More rancorous spight, more furious raging broyles. 
Then yet can be imagio'd or suppos'd : 
But howfiocre, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of Nobilitie, 



ExevHi. 
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This shouldering of each other in the Court, 
This factious bandjring of their Favourites, 
But that it doth presage sonoe ill event. 
'Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands : 
-But more, when Envy breeds unkinde derision, 
There conoes the mine, there begins confusion. Exit. 

Enter TaBot with Trumfe ami Dnsmrne^ iefore Bmrdeaux. 

Talb, Go to the Gates of Burdeaux Trumpeter, 
Sumnoon their Generall unto the WalL Sounds. 

Enter General! idaft, 
English John Talbot (Captaines) call you forth. 
Servant in Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would. Open your Citie Gates, 
Be humble to us, call my Soveraigne yours. 
And do him homage as obedient Subjects, 
And He withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But if you frowne upon this profier d Peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment, eeven with the earth, 
Shall lay your stately, and ayre*braving Towere, 
If you forsake the oEler of their love. 

Caf, Thou ominous and feaiefull Owle of death. 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody scourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth. 
On us thou canst not enter but by death : 
For I protest we are well fortified. 
And strong enough to issue out and fight* 
If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed. 
Stands with the snares of Warre to tangle thee. 
On either hand thee, there are squadixHis pitcht. 
To waU thee from the liberty of Flight ; 
And no- way canst thou turne thee for redresie. 
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But death doth front thee with apparant spoyle. 

And paJe destrudtion meets thee in the ^e : 

Ten thousand French have tane the Sacrament, 

To ryve their dangerous Artillerie 

Upon no Christian soule but English Talbot : 

Loe, there thou standst a breathing valiant man 

Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit : 

This is the latest Glorie of thy praise. 

That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 

For ere the Glasse that now begins to runne, 

Finish the processe'^of his sandy houre. 

These eyes that see thee now well coloured. 

Shall see thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. Drum afeurre of. 

Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell. 

Sings heavy Musicke to thy timorous soule. 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. Exit. 

TaL He Fables not, I heare the enemie : 
Out some light Horsemen, and peruse their Wings. 
O negligent and heedlesse Discipline, 
How are we park'd and bounded in a pale ? 
A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 
Maz'd with a yelping kennell of French Curres. 
If we be English Deere, be then in blood. 
Not Rascall-like to fall downe with a pinch. 
But rather moodie mad : And desperate Stagges, 
Tume on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, 
And make the Cowards stand aloofe at bay : 
Sell every man his life as deere as mine, 
And they shall finde deere Deere of us my Friends. 
God, and S, George^ Talbot and Englands right. 
Prosper our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter a Messenger that meets Torke, Enter Torke with Trumpet^ 

and many Soldiers. 

Torke. Are not the speedy scouts retum'd againe, 
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That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin ? 

Men. They are returned my Lord, and give it out. 
That he is march'd to Bordeaux with his power 
To fight with Ta&ot as he march'd along. 
By your espyals were discovered 
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led. 
Which joyn'd with him, and made their march for Burdeaux. 

Torke* A plague upon that Villaine Somerset, 
That thus delayes my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this nege. 
Renowned Talbot doth expert my ayde, 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villaine, 
And cannot helpe the noble Chevalier : 
God comfort him in this necessity : 
If he miscarry, fiirewell Warres in France. 

Enter another Messenger, 

2. Mess, Thou Princely Leader of our English strength, 
Never so needfull on the earth of France, 
Spurre to the rescue of the Noble Talbot^ 
Who now is girdled with a waste of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim destrudHon : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, 
Else Orwell Ta&ot, France, and Englands honor. 

Torie. O God, that Somerset who in proud heart 
Doth stop my Comets, were in Talbots place. 
So should wee save a valiant Gendeman, 
By forfejfting a Tndtor, and a Coward : 
Mad ire, and wrathfull fury makes me weepe. 
That thus we dye, while remisse Traitors sleepe. 

Mess» O send sooie succour to the distrest Lord. 

Torke. He dies, we loose : I breake my warlike word : 
We moume, France smiles : We loose, they dayly get. 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerset. 

Mess» Then God take mercy on brave Talbots soule. 
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Criee out for noble Yorke and Somerset, 

I'o beate assayling death from his weake Regions ; 

And whiles the honourable Captaine there 

Drops bloody swet from his warre-wearied limbes. 

And in advantage lingring lookes for rescue, 

You his false hopes, the trust of Englanda honor, 

Keepe off aloofe with worthlease emulation : 

Lei not your private discord keepe away 

The levied succours that should lend him ayde, 

While he renowned Noble Gentleman 

Yeeld up his life unto a world of oddes. 

Orleance the Bastard, Charirt, BarjiinJie, 

jilamon, RrignarJ, compasse him about. 

And Ta/ial perisheth by your de^ult, 

Som. Yorke set him on, Yorke should have sent him ayde. 

Lae. And Yorke as fast upon your Grace exclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied boast, 
CoUeAed for this expidition, 

Sam. York lyes : He might have sent, A had the Horse : 
I owe him little Dutic, and lesse Love, 
And take foule scome to favme on him by sending. 

Lu, The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Taliel : 
Never to England shall he beare bra life, 
But dies betraid to fortune by your strife. 

Som. Come go, I will dispatch the Horsemen strait : 
Within aixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 

Lu. Too late comes rescue, he is tane or slaine, 
For flye he could not, if he would have fled: 
And flye would Talbol never though he might. 

^011. If he be dead, brave Talbct then adieu. 

Lu, His Fame lives in the workL His Shame in you. 



Entrr Talbol and bu Sonne, 
Tal. O yong John Talhl, I did send for thee 
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To tutor thee id mnagtnm of Warre, 

That TaJhti name might be in thee rrrir'dy 

When Bpleve Age, and weake unable fimbcs 

Should bring thy Father to hit droopmg Chaire. 

Bat O malignant and iI14x»(fing Scane% 

Now thoa ait come onto a Feast of death, 

A terrible and onaroydcd danger: 

Therefore deere Boy, mount on my •wifien horae. 

And lie dired thee how thoa diak escape 

By lodaine fl^ht. Come, dally not, be gone. 

John. Is my name Tixlht ? and am I your Sonne ? 
And shall I flye ? O, if yoa love my Mother, 
Dishonor not her Honorable Name, 
To make a Bastard, and a Sbve of me : 
The World will say, he is not TalboU blood. 
That basely fled, when Noble Talboi stood. 

Talb, Flye, to revenge my death, if I be slaine. 

John. He that flyes so, will ne're retiime againe. 

Ta&» If we both stay, we both are sore to dye. 

John. Then let me stay, and Father doe you flye : 
Your losse is great, so yoor regard should be ; 
My worth unknowne, no losse is koowne in me. 
Upon my death, the French can little boast ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 
Flight cannot stayne the Honor you have wonoe. 
But mine it will, that no Exploit have done. 
You fled for Vantage, every one will sweare : 
But if I bow, they'le say it was for feare. 
There is no hope that ever I will stay, 
If the first howre I shrinke and run away: 
Here on my knee I begge Mortalitie, 
Rather then Life, preserved with Infamie. 

TaUf, Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe ? 

John. I rather then lie shame my Mothers Wombe. 

Talb. Upon my Blessing I command thee goe. 
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John, To fight I will, but not to flye the Foe. 

Talb. Part of thy Father may be sav'd in thee. 

John, No part of him, but will be shame in mee. 

Ta&. Thou never hadst Renowne, nor canst not lose it 

John. YeSy your renowned Name : shall flight abuse it ? 

Ta&. Thy Fathers charge shal cleare thee from the staine. 

John. You cannot witnesse for noe, being slaine. 
If Death be so apparant, then both flye. 

Talh. And leave my followers here to fight and dye ? 
My Age was never tainted with such shame. 

John, And shall my Youth be guiltie of such blame ? 
No more can 1 be sevred from your side. 
Then can your selfe, you selfe in twaine divide : 
Stay, goe, doe what you will, the like doe I ; 
For live I will not, if my Father dye. 

Talb, Then here I take my leave of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipse thy Life this aftemoone : 
Come, side by side, together live and dye, 
And Soule with Soule from France to Heaven flye. Exit„ 

jflarum : Excursioni^ wherein Talboti Sonne it hemm'J about, 

and Talbot rescues him. 

Talh, Saint George, and Vidtory ; fight Souldiers, fight : 
The Regent hath with Ta&ot broke his word. 
And left us to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is John TaHot ? pawse, and take thy breath, 
I gave thee Life, and rescu'd thee from Death. 

John. O twice my Father, twice am I thy Sonne : 
The Life thou gav'st me first, was lost and done. 
Till with thy Warlike Sword, despight of Fate, 
To my determined time thou gav'st new date. 

Talh. When from the Dolphins Crest thy Sword struck fire. 
It warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd desire 
Of bold-fac't Victorie. Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken'd with Youthfull Spleene, and Warlike Rage, 
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And WK^Ax^fnok hiood, I flpui 

sAtMKt jnd TtfftL poore, nir tlm p"^ blood or : 

^^hicii CDOB oidiii feroc noB Ti^hi^ wbij onvc vor. 

TVtTt purpofiog tlir Bj<jrd to aemoTy 

CTanif to tfroo^ rucof. Speikic tfar Pjikti care : 

An tfaoa DOC wearie, /pAb.^ How do*m, tiboa 6re? 

Wik thoa jct leare the Battailr, Bor, aod ffir. 

Now tfaoa art leai'd tfar Soooe of Cbiralne ? 

Flye, to rem^ mj death wfaen I am dfad. 

The hdpe of one ftandt me to fitdr tfcad. 

Oh, too mnch foDy it it, well I wot. 

To hazard all Cfoi lires m one tmal] Boat. 

If I to day dye not widi Frenchmeiis Rage, 

To morrow I shall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they oothing gaioe^ aod if I stay, 

n!*it but the thortning o^ my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes, our Households Name, 

My Deaths Revenge, thy Youth, and Englands Fame : 

All these, aod more, we hazard by thy stay ; 

All these are sar'd, if thou wik flye away. 

John, The Sword of OrUance hath not made me smart. 
These words of yours draw Life-blood from my HearL 
On that advantage, bought with such a shame, 
To save a paltry Life, and slay bright Fame, 
Before young TaJhot from old TaHot flye. 
The Coward Horse that beares me, fall and dye : 
And like n)e to the pesant Boyes of France, 
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To be Shames scorne^ and subjedt of Mischance. 
Surely, by all the Glorie joyx have wonne. 
And if I flye, I am not Talboti Sonne. 
Then talke no more of flight, it is no boot. 
If Sonne to Talbot^ dye at Talboit foot 

Talb. Then follow thou thy desp'rate Syre of Greet, 
Thou Icarus^ thy Life to me is sweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers side, 
And conmiendable proved, let's dye in pride. EmU 

Alarum. Excursions, Enter old Talbot led, 

TaHh, Where is my other Life ? mine owne is gone. 
O, Where's young Talbot? where is valiant Jolm? 
Triumphant Death, smear'd with Captivitie, 
Young Talbois Valour makes me smile at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me shrinke, and on my Knee, 
His bloodie Sword he brandisht over mee. 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and steme Impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant stood alone, 
Tendring my mine, and assayPd of none, 
Dia^ie-ey'd Furie, and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my side to start 
Into the dustring Battaile of the French : 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over*mounting Spirit ; and there di'de 
My Icarus^ my Blossome, in his pride. 

Enter with John Talbot, borne. 

Serv, O my deare Lord, loe where your Sonne is borne. 

Tal, Thou antique Death, which laugh 'st us here to scorn. 
Anon from thy insulting T3rrannie, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuide. 
Two Talboti winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy despight shall scape Mortalitie. 
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O thou whose woundi become hard fiivoured death, 

Speake to thy Hither, ere thou yeeld thy breath. 

Brave death by speaking, whither he will or 00 : 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy, he smiles, me thinkes, as who should say. 

Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day. 

Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers armes. 

My spirit can no longer beare these harmes. 

Souldiers adieu : I hare what I would have. 

Now my old armes are yong Joim Talbots grave. Dyes, 

Enter Charles^ jUaniofty Burgundie^ Bastardy and PuceH. 

Char, Had Yorke and Somerset brought rescue in. 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast, How the yong whelpe of Talbots raging wood. 
Did flesh his punie-sword in Frenchmens blood. 

Puc, Once I encountred him, and thus I said : 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquisht by a Maide. 
But with a proud Majesticall high scome 
He answer'd thus : Yong Talbot was not borne 
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench : 
So rushing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as imworthy fight. 

Bur, Doubtlesse he would have made a noble Knight : 
See where he lyes inherced in the armes 
Of the most bloody Nursser of his harmes. 

Bast. Hew them to peeces, hack their bones asunder. 
Whose life was Engiands glory, Gallia's wonder. 

Char, Oh no forbeare : For that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Lucie, 

Lu, Herald, conduct me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtained the glory of the day. 
Char, On what submissive message art thou sent ? 
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Lucy. Submission Dolphin ? Tis a meere French word : 
We English Warriours wot not what it meann. 
I conw to know what Prisoncra thou haM tane, 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char, For prisoners askst thou ? Hell our prison is. 
But tell me whom thou seek'st ? 

Luc. But where's the great Alcidee of the field. 
Valiant Lord Talbol Earle of Shrewsbury ? 
Created for his rare suceesse in Amies, 
Great Earle of Wathford, Wain-ford, and Valente, 
Lord Talbol of Goodr'ig and Urchinficid, 
Lord Strange of Blacimere, Lord Verdon of Allan, 
Lord Crom-aicll of Wmgtjiild, Lord Furni-ual] of Sl.-cjiild, 
The thrice vidtorious Lord of Fakonhridge, 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 
Worthy S. Mkhatl, and the Golden Fleece, 
Gttat Marshall to Henry the sist. 
Of all his Warres within the Realme of France. 

Puc. Heere's a silly stately stile indeede : 
The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdoroes hath, 
WHtes not so tedious a Stile as this. 
Him thai thou magnifi'st with all these Titles, 
Stinking and fly-blowne lyes hecre at our feete, 

Lucy. la Talbol siaine, the Frenchmeni only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Neme/ii ? 
Oh were mine eye-balles into Bullets tum'd, 
That I in rage might shoot them at your faces. 
Oh, that I could but call these dead to life, 
It were enough to fright tlie Realme of France. 
Were but his Pidhire left amongst you here, 
It would amaze the prowdest of you all, 
Give me their Bodyes, that I may beare them hence, 
And give them Buriall, as bcseemes their worth. 

Pued. I thinke this upstart is old TalboU Ghoat, 
He speakes with such a proud commaoding spirit : 
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For Gods sake let him have hiniy to keepe them here. 
They would but sdnke, and putrifie the ayie. 

Char. Go take their bodies hence. 

Lucy, lie beare them hence: but from their Mhes thai be 
reard 
A Phoenix that shall make all France affear'd. 

Char, So we be rid of them, do with him what thoa wilt. 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine. 
All will be ours, now bloody Ta&oii daine. Eiot. 



Scena Secunda. 



SENNET. 

Enter Klng^ Glocester^ and Exeter. 

King. Have you perus'd the Letters from the Pope, 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack ? 

Glo. I have my Lord, and their intent is this. 
They humbly sue unto your Excellence, 
To have a godly peace concluded of, 
Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France. 

King. How doth your Grace a£fedl their motion ? 

Glo. Well (my good Lord) and as the only meanes 
To stop effusion of our Christian blood. 
And stablish quietnesse on every side. 

King. I marry Unckle, for I alwayes thought 
It was both impious and unnaturall, 
That such immanity and bloody strife 
Should reigne among Professors of one Faith. 

Glo. Beside my Lord, the sooner to eflfed. 
And surer binde this knot of amitie, I 

The Earle of Arminacke neere knit to Charles^ 
A man of great Authoritie in France, 
Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 
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In marriage, with a large and sumptuous Dowrie. 

Khig, Marriage Unckle ? Alas my yeares are yoog : 
And fitter is my studie, and my Bookes, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Yet call th' Embassadors, and as you please. 
So let them have their answeres every one : 
I shall be well content with any choyce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weale. 

Emter Winchester ^ and three Ambassadors, 

Exet. What, is my Lord of Winchester installed. 
And call'd unto a Cardinalls degree ? 
Then 1 perceive, that will be verified 
Henry the Fift did sometime prophesie. 
If once he come to be a Cardinall, 
Hee'l make his cap coeqoall with the Crowne. 

ICrng, My Lords Ambassadors, your severall suites 
Have bin considered and debated on. 
Your purpose is both good and reasonable : 
And therefore are we certainly resolv'd. 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace. 
Which by my Lord of Winchester we meane 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my Lord your Master, 
I have infbrm'd his Highnesse so at large. 
As liking of the Ladies vertuous gifts. 
Her Beauty, and the valew of her Dower, 
He doth intend she shall be Englands Queene. 

King, In argument and proofe of which contract, 
Beare her this Jewell, pledge of my affedtion. 
And so my Lord Protedh>r see them guarded. 
And safely brought to Dover^ wherein ship'd 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. Esteuwi, 

Win, Stay my Lord Legate, you shall first receive 
The summe of money which I promised 
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Should be delivered to his Holinesse, 

For cloathing me in these grave Ornaments. 

L^gat, I will attend upon your Lordships ieysure. 

ff^tn. Now Winchester will not submit, I troW| 
Or be inferiour to the proudest Peere ; 
Humfrey of Gloster, thou shalt well perceive. 
That neither in birth, or for authorities 
The Bishop will be over-borne by thee : 
He either make thee stoope, and bend thy Icnee, 
Or sacke this Country with a mutiny. Exeunt, 



ScGsna Tertia. 



Enter Charles^ Burgundy ^ jiianson^ Btutard^ Reignler, ami Je 

Char, These newes (my Lords) may cheere our drooping 
spirits: 
'Tis said, the stout Parisians do revolt, 
And tume againe unto the warlike French. 

jllan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
And keepe not backe your powers in dalliance. 

Pucel, Peace be amongst them if they tume to us. 
Else mine combate with their Pallaces. 

Enter Scout. 

Scout, Successe unto our valiant Generall, 
And happinesse to his accomplices. 

Char, What tidings send our Scouts ? I prethee speake. 

Scout, The English Army that divided was 
Into two parties, is now conjoyn'd in one, 
And meanes to give you battell presently. 

Char, Somewhat too sodaine Sirs, the warning is, 
But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur, I trust the Ghost of Ta^t is not there : 
Now he is gone my Lord, you neede not feare. 
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Pucd. Of all base passions, Feare is most accurst 
Command the Conquest Charleif it shall he thine : 
Let Benry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char. Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. 

Exeunt, jilarum, Excunions. 

Enter Jone de Pucett. 

Puc, The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye, 
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
And ye choise spirits that admonish me, 

And give me signes of future accidents. Thunder. 

You speedy helpers, that are substitutes, 
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare, and ayde me in this enterprize. 

Enter Fundi. 
This speedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accustom'd diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull'd 
Qut of the powerfull Regions under earth, 
Helpe me this once, that France may get the field. 

They walief and speake not. 
Oh hold me not with silence over-long : 
Where 1 was wont to feed you with my blood. 
He lop a member oflP, and give it you. 
In earnest of a further benefit : 
So you do condiscend to helpe me now. 

They hang their headu 
No hope to have redresae ? My body shall 
Pay recompence, if you will graunt my suite. 

They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice, 
Intreate you to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take my soule ; my body, soule, and all. 
Before that England give the French the soyle. 

They depart. 

IT. Z 
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See, they forsake me. Now the time is cofDe, 

That France must vale her lofty plumed Crest, 

And let her head fall mto Englands lappe. 

My ancient Incantations are too weake. 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with : 

Now France, thy glory droopeth to the dusL Exit. 

Excuriums. Burgundie amd Torhe fight hand to hand, 

French flye. 

Torhe. Damsell of France, I thinke I have you fast, 
Unchaine your spirits now with spelling Chslhnet, 
And try if they can gaine your liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the divels grace. 
See how the ugly Witch doth bend her browes, 
As if with Circef she would change my shape. 

Puc, Chang'd to a worser shape thou canst not be : 

Tor, Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man. 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing mischeefe light on Charies^ and the^ 
And may ye both be sodainly surpriz'd 
By bloudy hands, in sleeping on your beds. 

Torke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantresse hold thy tongue, 

Puc. I prethee give me leave to curse awhile. 

Torke, Curse Miscreant, when thou comst to the stake. 

jiiarum. Enter SuffoUe with Margaret in Us hand, 

Suff, Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

thtna on her. 
Oh Fairest Beautie, do not feare, nor flye : 
For I will touch thee but with reverend handft, 
I kisse these fingers for etemall peace, 
And lay them gendy on thy tender side. 
Who art thou, say ? that I may honor thee. 

Mar, Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
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The King of Naples, who so ere thou art. 

Suffl An Earle I am, and SuflPolke am I call'd 
Be not offended Natures m3rracle, 
Thou art alotted to be tane by me : 
So doth the Swan her downie Signets save, 
Keeping them prisoner underneath his wings : 
Yet if this servile usage once ofiend. 

Go, and be free againe, as Suffolkes friend. She U going. 

Oh stay : I have no power to let her passe. 
My hand would free her, but my heart sayes no. 
As playes the Sunne upon the glassie streamet, 
Twinkling another counterfetted beame. 
So seemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Faine would I woe her, yet I dare not speake : 
lie call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : 
Fye De la Pole^ disable not thy selfe : 
Hast not a Tongue ? Is she not heere ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans sight ? 
I : Beauties Princely Majesty is such, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough. 

Mar, Say Earle of Suffblke, if thy name be so, 
What ransome must I pay before I passe ? 
For I perceive I am thy prisoner. 

Suf. How canst thou tell she will deny thy suite, 
Before thou make a triall of her love ? 

M. Why speak'st thou not ? What ransom must 1 pay? 

Suf, She's beautifiill ; and therefore to be Wooed : 
She is a Woman ; therefore to be Wonne. 

Mar, Wilt thou accept of ransome, yea or no ? 

4^1^ Fond man, remember that thou hast a wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 

Mar. I were best to leave him, for he will not heare. 

Suf. There all is marr'd : there lies a cooling card. 

Mar. He talkes at random : sure the man is mad. 

Suf, And yet a dispensation may bee had. 
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Man And yet I would that you would answer me. 

Suf, lie win this Lady Margaret. For whom \ 
Why for my King : Tush, that's a woodden thing. 

Mar, He talkes of wood : It is some Carpenter. 

Suf, Yet so my fancy may be satisfied. 
And peace established betweene these Realmet. 
But there remaines a scruple in that too : 
For though her Father be the King of Naples^ 
Duke of Anjou and Mayne^ yet is he poore. 
And our Nobility will scome the match. 

Mar. Heare ye Captaine ? Are you not at ieysure ? 

Suf, It shall be so, disdaine they ne're so much : 
Henry is youthfull, and will quickly yeeld. 
Madam, I have a secret to reveale. 

Mar, What though I be inthral'd, he seems a knight 
And will not any way dishonor me. 

Suf Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps I shall be rescu'd by the French, 
And then I need not crave his curtesie. 

Suf Sweet Madam, give nae hearing in a cause. 

Mar, Tush, women have bene captivate ere now. 

Suf, Lady, wherefore talke you so ? 

Mar. I cry you mercy, 'tis but Quid for Quo. 

Suf Say gentle Princesse, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a Queene ? 

Mar. To be a Queene in bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a slave, in base servility : 
For Princes should be free. 

Suf. And so shall you, 

If happy Englands Royall King be free. 

Mar. Why what concemes his freedome unto mee ? 

Suf. He undertake to make thee Henrys Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand. 
And set a precious Crowne upon thy head^ 
If thou wilt condiscend to be my -» 
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Mar. What? 

Suf, His love. 

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henries wife, 

Su/l No gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woe 80 faire a Dame to be his wife. 
And have no portion in the choice my selfe. 
How say you Madam, are ye so content ? 

Mar, And if my Father please, I am content. 

Suf. Then call our Captaines and our Colours forth. 
And Madam, at your Fathers Castle walles, 
Wee*l crave a parley, to conferre with him. 

Sound. Enter Reignier on the IVailes. 
See Retguler see, thy daughter prisoner. 

Reig. To whom ? 

Suf. To me. 

Reig. Suflblke, what remedy I 

I am a Souldier, and unapt to weepe. 
Or to exclaime on Fortunes ficklenesse. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord, 
Consent, and for thy Honor give consent. 
Thy daughter shall be wedded to my King, 
Whom I with paine have wooed and wonne thereto : 
And this her eane heid imprisonment, 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely libertie. 

R^. Speakes Sufifolke as he thinkes? 

5*1^ Faire Margaret knowet, 

That SufR)lke doth not flatter, face, or faine. 

Reig. Upon thy Princely warrant, I descend. 
To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

Suf. And heere I will exped thy comming. 

Trumpets sound* Enter Reignier* 

Reig, Welcome brave Earle into our Territories, 
Command ia jinjou what your Honor pleases. 

Suf. Thankes Reignkr^ happy for so sweet a Childe, 
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Fit to be made companion with a Eong : 
What answer makes your Grace onto my suite ? 

Rng, Since thou dost daigne to woe her little word^ 
To be the Princely Bride of such a Lord : 
Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine owne, the Country Maine and Arjim^ 
Free from oppressiooy or the stroke of Wane, 
My daughter shaU be Hmries^ if he please. 
Suf. That is her ransome, I deMver her. 
And those two Counties I will undeitake 
Your Grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Rag. And I agaioe in Hewru* Royall nasK, 
As Deputie unto that gracious King, 
Give thee her hand for signe of plighted faith. 

Suf. Rapuer of France, I giye thee Eangly thankes^ 
Because this ig in TrafHcke of a King. 
And yet me thinkes I could be weU content 
To be mine owne Attumey io this case. 
He over then to England with this newest 
And make this marriage to be solentntz'd : 
So farewell Ragwierj set this Diaooond safe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes^ 

Rag. I do embrace thee, aa I would embrace 
The Christian Prince King Home were he heere. 

Mar. Farewell my Lord, good wishes, praise, ft praien^ 
Shall SufFolke ever have of Margarets Shee is gomg, 

Suf. Farwell sweet Madam : but hearke you Margaret^ 
No Princely commendations to my King. 

Mar. Such commendationa as becomes a Maide, 
A Virgin, and his Servant, say to him. 

Suf. Words sweetly plac'd, and modcstie direded. 
But Madame, I must trouble you againc. 
No loving Token to his Majestie ? 

Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unspotted hearty 
Never yet taint with love, I send the King^ 
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Suf. And this withall. KUie her. 

Mar. That for thy selfe, I will Dot so presume^ 
To send such peevish tokens to a King. 

Suf. Oh wert thou for my selfe : but Suffolke stay. 
Thou mayest not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaurs and ugly Treasons lurke, 
Solicite Henry with her wondrous praise. 
Bethinke thee on her Vertues that surmounty 
Mad naturall Graces that extinguish Art, 
Repeate their semblance often on the Seas, 
That when thou com'st to kneele at Henries feete, 
Thou mayest bereave him of his wits with wonder. ExU. 

Enter Torke^ H^arwicie, Sbepheard^ PucelL 

Tor. Bring forth that Sorceresse condemned to bume. 

Shep. Ah JW, this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, • 
Have I sought every Country farre and neere. 
And now it is my chance to finde thee out. 
Must I behold thy timelesse cruell death : 
Ah JW, sweet daughter JW, He die with thee. 

PuceU Decrepit Miser, base ignoble Wretch, 
I am descended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Shep, Out, out : My Lords, and please you, 'tis not so 
I did beget her, all the Parish knowes : 
Her Mother liveth yet, can testifie 
She was the first fruite of my Bach'ler-ship. 

War. Gracelesse, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 

Torhe. This argues what her kinde of life hath beene, 
Wicked and vile, and so her death concludes. 

Shep. Fye Jone^ that thou wilt be so obstacle : 
God knowes, thou art a coUop of my flesh. 
And for thy sake have I shed many a teare : 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle Jone. 

PucelL Pezant avant. You have subom'd this man 
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Of purpose, to obscure my Noble birth. 

Siup. 'Tis true, I gave a Noble to the Priest^ 
The morae that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my blessing, good my Gyrie. 
Wilt thou not stoope ? Now cursed be the time 
Of thy nativitie : I would the Milke 
Thy mother gave thee when thou suck'st her brest. 
Had been a little Rats-bane for thy sake. 
Or else, when thou didst keepe my Lambes a-field, 
I wish some ravenous Wolfe had eaten thee. 
Doest thou deny thy Father, cursed Drab ? 

burne her, bume her, hanging is too good. Exit. 
Torke. Take her away, for she hath liv'd too long. 

To fill the world with vicious qualities. 

Puc, First let me tell you whom you have coodenm'd ; 
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, 
But issued from the Progeny of Kings. 
Vertuous and Holy, chosen from above, 
By inspiration of Celestiall Grace, 
To worke exceeding myracles on earth. 

1 never had to do with wicked Spirits. 
But you that are polluted with your lustes. 
Stain 'd with the guiltlesse blood of Innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand Vices : 
Because you want the grace that others have, 
You judge it straight a thing impossible 

To compasse Wonders, but by helpe of divels. 
No misconceyved, Jone of jilrc hath beene 
A Virgin from her tender infancie, 
Chaste, and immaculate in very thought, 
Whose Maiden-blood thus rigorously eflPusM, 
Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heaven. 

Torke. I, I : away with her to execution. 

War, And hearke ye sirs : because she is a Maide, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : 
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Place barrelles of pitch upon the fatall stake. 
That 80 her torture may be shortned. 

Puc. Will nothing tume your unrelenting hearts ? 
Then Jone discover thine infirmity. 
That warranted! by Law, to be thy priviledge. 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides, 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

Tor. Now heaven forfend, the holy Maid with child ? 

War. The greatest miracle that ere ye wrought. 
Is all your strict precisenesse come to this ? 

Torke. She and the Dolphin have bin jugling, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 
' ' Wcur. Well go too, we'll have no Bastards live. 
Especially since Charlet must Father it. 

Puc, You are deceyv'd, my childe is none of his, 
It was Ahauon that injoy'd my love. 

Yorhe. Alanson that notorious Machevile ? 
It dyes, and if it had a thousand lives. 

Puc. Oh give me leave, I have deluded you, 
'Twas neyther Charles^ nor yet the Duke I nam'd. 
But Ragmer King of Naples that prevayl'd. 

War, A married man, that's most intollerable. 

Tor. Why here's a Gyrle : I think she knowes not wel 
(There were so many) whom she may accuse. 

War. It's signe she hath beene liberall and free. 

Tor. And yet forsooth she is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemne thy Brat, and thee. 
Use no intreaty, for it is in vaine. 

Pu. Then lead me hence : with whom I leave my curse. 
May never glorious Sunne reflex his beames 
Upon the Countrey where you make abode : 
But darknesse, and the gloomy shade of death 
Inviron you, till Mischeefe and Dispaire, 
Drive you to break your necks, or hang your selves. Emt. 
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Emiar CarSmalL 

Torle. Breake thoa in peeoei» aixl coosmne to ashet* 
Thoo fowk accursed miiiister of HelL 

Car, Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commission from the King. 
For know my Loidi^ the States of Christendome, 
Mor'd with remorse of these ont^ragioiis broyks» 
Have camesdy implor'd a generall peace. 
Betwixt our Nation, and the a^yring French ; 
And heeie at hand, the Dolphin and his Tndne 
Approacheth, to conferre about some matter. 

Torke. Is aU our travel! tum'd to this efed. 
After the slaughter of so many Peeres, 
So many Captaines, Gendemen, and Soldiers, 
That in this quarrell haye beene OTerthrowne, 
And sold their bodyes for their Countryes benefit. 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace ? 
Have we not lost most part of all the Townes, 
By Treason, Falshood, and by Treacherie, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered : 
Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I foresee with greefi^ 
The utter losse of all the Realme of France. 

War. Be patient Yorke, if we conclude a Peace 
It shall be with such stridl and severe Covenants, 
As little shall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 

Enter Cbariej^ jUatuon^ Basiard^ Reigndr. 

Chan Since Lords of England, it is thus agreed. 
That peacefiill truce shall be proclaimed in France, 
We come to be informed by your selves. 
What the conditions of that league must be. 

Torie. Speake Winchester, for boyling choller chokes 
The hollow passage of my poyson'd voyce, • 
By sight of these our balefull enemies. 
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fVin. Charles^ and the rest, it is enacted thus : 
That io regard King Henry gives consent. 
Of meere compassion, and of lenity, 
To ease your Countrie of distressefull Warre, 
And suffer you to breath in fruitfull peace. 
You shall become true Liegemen to his Crowne. 
And Charles^ upon condition thou wilt sweare 
To pay him tribute, and submit thy selfe. 
Thou shalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him. 
And still enjoy thy Regall dignity. 

jihm. Must he be then as shadow of himseife ? 
Adome his Temples with a Coronet, 
And yet in substance and authority, 
Retaine but priviledge of a private man ? 
This proflPer is absurd, and reasonlesse. 

Char. 'Tis knowne already that I am possest 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
And therem rererenc'd for their lawfull King. 
Shall I for lucre of the rest un-vanquisht. 
Detract so much fh)m that prerogative, 
As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole ? 
No Lord Ambassador, He rather keepe 
That which I have, than coveting for more 
Be cast from possibility of all. 

Torke. Insulting Charles, hast thou by secret meanes 
Us'd intercession to obtaine a league, 
And now the matter growes to compremize, 
Stand'st thou aloofe upon Comparison. 
Either accept the Title thou usurp'st. 
Of benefit proceeding fh)m our King, 
And not of any challenge of Desert, 
Or we will plague thee with incessant Warres. 

Reig. My Lord, you do not well in obstinacy. 
To cavill in the course of this Contrad^ : 
If once it be negledled, ten to one 
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We shall not finde like opportunity. 

jflam. To say the truth, it is your poficie. 
To saye your Subjeds from sach massacre 
And nithlesse slaughters as are dayly seene 
By oar proceeding in Hostility, 
And therefore take this compad of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your pleasure serres. 

ff^ar. How sayst thou Cbarlei ? 
Shall our Condition stand ? 

Char, It Shall : 

Onely resenr'd, you dairoe no interest 
In any of our Townes of Garrison. 

Tor, Then sweare Allegeance to his Majesty, 
As thou art Knight, nerer to disobey. 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crowne of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crowne of England. 
So, now dismisse your Army when ye please : 
Hang up your Ensignes, let your Drummes be still, 
For heere we entertaine a solemne peace. Exeunt. 

A6lu5 ^intus. 

Enter Suffhike in conference with the Ktngy Glocetter^ and Exeter, 

King, Your wondrous rare description (noble Earle) 
Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish'd me : 
Her vertues graced with extemall gifts. 
Do breed Loves setled passions in my heart. 
And like as rigour of tempestuous gustes 
Provokes the mightiest Hulke against the tide. 
So am I driven by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to suffer Shipwracke, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her Love. 

Suf, Tush my good Lord, this superficiall tale. 
Is but a preface of her worthy praise : 
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The cheefe perfedHons of that lovely Dame, 
(Had I sufficient skill to utter them) 
Would make a volume of inticing lines. 
Able to ravish any dull conceit. 
And which is more, she is not so Divine, 
So full repleate with choice of all delights. 
But with as humble lowlinesse of minde, 
She is content to be at your command : 
Command I meane, of Vertuous chaste intents. 
To Love, and Honor Henry as her Lord. 

King, And otherwise, will Henry ne're presume : 
Therefore my Lord Protedor, give consent. 
That Margaret may be Englands Royall Queene. 

G/o. So should I give consent to flatter sinne. 
You know (my Lord) your Highnesae is betroath'd 
Unto another Lady of esteeme, 
How shall we then dispense with that contrail, 
And not deface your Honor with reproach ? 

Suf, As doth a Ruler with unlawfull Oathes, 
Or one that at a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the Listes 
By reason of his Adversaries oddes. 
A poore Earles daughter is unequall oddes, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Gloucester. Why what (I pray) is Margaret more then that ? 
Her Father is no better than an Earle, 
Although in glorious Titles he excell. 

Suf. Yes my Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples, and Jerusalem, 
And of such great Authoritie in France, 
As his alliance will confirme our peace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 

Glo, And so the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Because he is neere Kinsman unto Charleu 

Exet, Beside, his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower. 
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Where Reigmer sooner will receyye, than give. 

Suf. A Dowre my Lords ? Disgrace not so your King, 

That he should be so abjed, base, and poore. 

To choose for wealth, and not for perfe6t Love. 

Henry b able to enrich his Queene, 

And not to seeke a Queene to niake him rich. 

So worthlesse Pezants bargaine for their Wives, 

As Market men for Oxen, Sheepe, or Horse. 

Marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Then to be dealt in by Attumey-ship : 

Not whom we wiD, but whom his Grace aflfeAs^ 

Must be companion of his Nuptiall bed 

And therefore Lords, since he afie^s her most. 

Most of all these reasons bindeth us, 

In our opinions she should be preforr'd. 

For what is wedlocke forced ? but a Hell, 
An Age of discord and continuall strife, 
Whereas the contrarie bringeth blisse, 
And is a patteme of Celestiall peace. 
Whom should we match with Henry being a King, 
But Margaret^ that is daughter to a King : 
Her peerelesse feature, joyned with her birth, 
Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 
Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit, 
(More then in women commonly is seene) 
Will answer our hope in issue of a King. 
For Henry ^ sonne unto a Conqueror, 
Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 
If with a Lady of so high resolve, 
(As is faire Margaret) he be link'd in love. 
Then yeeld my Lords, and heere conclude with mee, 
That Margaret shaU be Queene, and none but shee. 
King. Whether it be through force of your report. 
My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 



ACT V. The First Part of Henry the Sixt. 367 

With any passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell : but this I am assur'd, 

I feele such sharpe dissention in my breast, 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, 

As I am sicke with working of my thoughts. 

Take therefore shipping, poste my Lord to France, 

Agree to any covenants, and procure 

That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 

To crosse the Seas to England, and be crown'd 

King Henries faithful! and anointed Queene. 

For your expences and sufficient charge. 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone I say, for till you do retume, 

I rest perplexed with a thousand Cares. 

And you (good Unckle) banish all offence : 

If you do censure me, by what you were. 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 

This sodaine execution of my will 

And so conduct me, where from company, 

I may resolve and ruminate my greefe. Exit. 

G/o. I greefe I feare me, both at first and last. 

Exit Glocester, 

Suf, Thus SufFolke hath prevailed, and thus he goes 
As did the youthfull Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to finde the like event in love, 
But prosper better than the Trojans did : 
Margaret shall now be Queene, and rule the King : 
But I will rule both her, the King, and Realme. Exit. 
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